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‘eaht” Matt Garrison shouted as he and his 

band, California Dreams, hit the final 

chord of their latest number, “Don't Forget to Write,” 
That is one dynamite tune, Juke!” 

Jake, the Dreams’ lead guitarist, had joined the 
Drenms a couple of months ago. Hix rough-edged 
good looks und wild style of guitar playing reully 
‘added to the band’s appeal. And he could write 
‘songs, too! If Matt hadn't liked Jake so much, he 
might have been jealous, 

“Thanks,” Jake murmured humbly, brushing 
hhis strnight brown hair back out of his face, “You 
like i, huh?” 

“Really, Juke,” Samantha Woo chimed in. “It's 
got a lot of heart.” Sam was the Dreams’ new lead 
singer and keyboard player. 
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“Thanks.” Jake repeated. “I wrote it for Jenny 
hen alie was about to leave for Europe.’ 

ee sp Garrison, Mati’s sister, hail won a sehol- 

arship to music school in Rome, Jenny had = 

‘a big part of California Dreams until she'd lel 

the country a few weoks before, Stil, Matt had to 

‘even without her the Dreams sounded better 


han ever ; 
“ae Jenny," Sly Winkle, the Dreams’ manager, 


‘sighed. “One day she's going to wake up and realize 
that the man of her dreams is right here at home, 
way for hex.” Ae 

T iets you don’t mean me, ne Ms 

said, raising. eautioning hand, “Jenny and 1 ha 

just started dating 11 wasn't that serious.” Juke shor 
‘quick, nervous glance at Tiffani Smith, the band! 


pini 


's 
red thei 
hase guitarist, She and Jake had discovered the 
thutval attraction foreach other about a mapas 
“OF course | didn't mean fee Sly mld. 
“| ‘diculows idea. I mean, no offense—you're 
oer He ahot a wink ot Tian, who gated down 
floor, blushing, ; 
B an Jake,” Sly continued with a sigh, “Jenny 
Garrison is « sophisticated woman of the world. She 
reeds « guy with clas." 
Meaning who?” Jake asked, bewildered. 
“Meaning me, you dwecb!” Sly shot back, 
annoyed until he realized from Jake's smile that he 
was only joking, “Ha, ha, ba, Very funny." Sly said, 
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“ake, you're not a bad songwriter, but you need to 
work on your jokes.” 

Sly got up and reached for the side door of the 
Garrisons’ garage, “Gotta go, you guys.” he said with 
a sigh. “Business to take care uf. Keop up the good 
work, okay?” 

Matt watched him go and, to his own surprise, 
found himself feating sorry for Sly. Sly haul always 
heen ins love with Jenoy, but it had been strietly « 
‘one-way tomance, When Jake had urrived, and! he 
‘and Jenny bud started dating, it hud driven Sly up 
the wall. And now the girl of Sly’s dreams had gone 
way—for who knew how long. No wonder Sly was 
down in the dumps 

“Well, that’s enough practiving for one days" 
said Tony Wicks, the group's drummer, He heyan 
pushing his drum set hack up aginst the wall ofl 
‘earage, “Man,” he aid, shuking his head in approci- 

lation, “Are we the heat, ur whut? Practice is not whut 
we need. What we noe is a gig! Wo are too good to 
te playing for ourselves. 

“Now hoy.” Tiffani cautioned him, her green 
eyes Wwinkling as she lifted her bass guitar over her 
hhead and carefully avoided catching her long Ilond 
hair in the strap, “Let's not get swelled heuds,” 

“Swelled heads?” ‘Tony repeated, feeling his 
curly black hair, as if ty make sure his own head 
hadn't gotien any bigger, “How'm £ gonna get a 
‘welled head when all we dlo in practice? Seriously 


3 


Cubfonaia D 
now, When was the last time California Dreams badd 
fs chanoe to strut its stuff in front of an audience?” 
“Not since I've been here,” Samantha Woo 
chimed in, covering the keyboard to keep the dust of 
te *And that's, let's see, fs 10 three weeks an two 
days ago, ori it two weeks and three days ago? You 
know, the days all just kind of blur together when 
you're in a now place an everything's so exciting 


and 
“Wey uh got the picture, Sam,” Matt said, 


putting his hand on her shoulder to stop ther rom 
feiting too excited —sommething she dil pretty often 
Whon Sam had first writhen to the Garrison 
family from Hong Kong, to introduce herwell before 
‘coming over as un exchange student to live with 
them, she'd said she liked music, But she hadn't 
mentioned the fact that she was 4 reat singer and 
keyboard player 
Tn fact, Sam had w fot going for her—good 
looks, intelligence, a great voice—if only she'd take 
it down a bit, Matt thought, She was definitely a little 
hypes 
“Yeah, we got the picture, all right,” Jake 
agreed putting his guitar back in ite ase and strid- 
over to his motorcyete, He pulled the helmet 
off the handlebars and put it on his head. “Picture 
this—the greatest band in Redondo Beach ix 
‘also the world's best-kept secreL, And we all know 


why, 100.” 
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“We do?” Tiffani asked, 
oes © we do, Tiff,” Tony said. 
r 2” said Tiffani, screwing up her face as she 
hough about it. “Could you give me w olue?™ 
Sure," Jake suid. “His initi 
as Is are Sly 
a tees Ih.” Tiffani suid, breaking into a grin, 
a lenly the grin vanished. “Wait « minute, 
Bm. Why blame Sly? Is it his fault we haven’ 
‘exactly been buy lately?” " 
‘our manager, isn't he?” Ton 
‘ a 1y pointed out. 
Joel wa ie ‘suid slowly. “a 
Se question—what i mane 
“itiaea.” 
ee ‘Tiffani hedged, “it’s yet ue work, 
“Congratulations!” Ton 
y y shouted, grab 
aes and shaking her hand. "You're ou bi ui 
Jake, tell her what she's won.” si 
a Hs laughed haltheartedly. “It's no joke, 
Gr Be suid, getting on hiv motoreyele and 
Pointing tou the garage dr “If we're jut gonna 
a here every few days and practice, wo're 
S Ber ou tine Know what I mean? Somebody bet 
Bets wp Rip van—1 mean Sly—Winkle ere 
pele hing Detter to do with our time.” 
1, he wheeled his machine 
oor. It roared t life, and Jake was gone, soo ne 
down the street. ie 


s 


ee Matt said firmly: “ 


jimiebell 


“uanvo, We wouldn't 
ee wot friend, even ihe ie atl 


on, Tony. Sly's o8F 
sometimes.” . 
‘You mean all the times 


sorrected him. ; 
. oll right, all the time,” Matt had to agree: 


sagt, he’s worked hard for us i the past, anid he's 
. this far. Right?” 


don't you?” Samantha 


impressive, 


“Remem! 
dumps since Jenny 
ed, “You know a 
about hen” ; 
“Yeah, well, the pepe ert 
mutual” Tony pointed ont: “Besiiny re 
a orn ne amp. He's the me a 
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Jing out with Jenny—oope. Sorry, Tiff, I guess I just 
spot my big foot in my mouth.” 

Tiffani was blushing, all right. And Matt kei 
Swhy. She and Jenny were best friends, Tiffani had to 
ibe feeling just « little guilty about starting to-see 
Jake wo soon after Jenny's depart 

“Pd better get going,” Tiffani mumbled, pick- 
Ing up hor bug and heading for the door. “Bye, you 
pays.” 

‘The rest of them watched her go, and when she 
ras cut of aight, Matt turned to Tony, shaking his 
head disapprovingly. “Nice going, Me, Tactful,” he 
aid. 

1 said I was sorry, didn’t 12" Tony shot back 
with a shrug. “I mean, hey, it's only aatural, right? 
Jenny's about as far away nx a girl can got, andl the 
ast guy Tiffani went out with was Eric Evervon— 
‘and he’s touring the country with Blast Off! Man, 1 
wish it was me. My drums are beginning to rust.” 

Matt knew Tony was right, Eric Everson was 
famous drummer, und he and his band had gone on 
tour for six months at least, playing in front of thou 
sands of people almost every night. He'd probubly 
forgotten all about Tiffani by now. After all, they'd 
‘only gone out for a short time. 

"As for Jenny, she was probably having # ireat 
‘old time in Europe, learning lots of exciting new stuff 
fend meeting new people from all aver the world. 

Jeniny and Jake had only gone out with each 
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ther fora fow weeks, too, Mant bal to admit, And it 
Thad never boen exclusive, Why shoulda’t Jake and 
‘Tiffani date each other? 
‘Sill, Matt knew that if Tiffani felt for one 
inipute that she was horning, in on Ie best frienls 
he'd break up: with him in @ second. It was 
ey vive subject, and Tony'd brought it up at the 
veang ime. “Aw, forget ig” Matt tok i pals “You 
just weren't thinking, 

“Hey, man, 1 was trying 0 cheer us all ups” 

Like Jake said, this practicing without 
performing stl is gating old. Somebosy's got te 
talk to Sly and find out what's wrong.” 

"Good idea,” Matt said. °Go ahead, Tony. You 
talk to him” 

"No way, man,” Tony replied. “You tlk to the 
dude, You're the sensitive one. See Ifyou oan getty 
knock some senso into Sylvester: 

“sGreut,” Matt suid “Hey, how wbout yous Sua 
You've been sitting there so quietly, 1 forgot you were 
ere." 

“Me? Sunn asked. “T'm not xo sure F eould de 
that. You know, in Hong Kongy managers are really 
Tooked up to by their bands. We have a saying where 

Feome from—" 

Anyway,” Tony interrupted. “I've got 0 get 10 
work, Later” 

‘Tony left the room, and Matt turned to 
Samantha. “Seriously.” he aaid. “I'm worries about 


Sly, Somethi . And T don't think it’s 


just Jenny bei 
Pes ese bina ee oy, I sure hope Sly hasn't 


M ng on? Have yo 
your touch?” Sly Winkle paced back and foal Pa 


bedroom, running his hands through his wavy brown 


door, 3 pnused to check himself out, 
some face, sume inresiotible clef 
Fee mre in his chin, same 
But sure enough, somethiny 
J ik seemed to h 
fee 6f han hen ary Corton ERE 
iets Ber te to explain the fact that he hadn't been 
u Me i jince—nol 
Biot en the Dreams a single gig since—not even 
With u deep sigh, St 
had . Sly grabbed the phot 
Bieter 
a pitas up the phone and his fist of contacts, 
a himself for one more agonizing phone 
“Hello?” he suid when the 
receptionist at Su 
ne Besonisasawesed *May Nabi ie 
Bie pee? Roger Redpath was the owner of 
jecorle, a 
a , a small but hot independent 
“May 1 ask who's calli i" 
safe k who's culling, please?” the recepe 


Cubernia D 
fay dit all reeepti 

everything about you 
oases? Sly won 


“That question again! W 


Feel it was their job to find ou 
Pfr they put yu OUR 8 theirb 


Manageme 
ing seconds, waiting (or amen 
“May I ask what you 
asked a patie sheen of fee 1 

‘v's um, confidential.” 
outs voters Ie olny © 
the good oll days: 


1 the 
“1 sce. Well 


1, Mr Redpath is out 
moment.” . 7 

au {iV he te back?” Sly pressed: 
“when wit aay cae te replys “aks 


eee tealling, 1 might he able 


if you tell me why you're 


Her AN ght al igs” Sly caved 1 meni he 
page right over dere ad DUEL iN 
ne He know porctly wl thet the 
just pulling bie eb 


aero week for the last month, 


the suine thing every cas 
Hibout the demo wpe Esent him of Cal 
roams? I represent them #6 and— 

Oy yess” the receptions st sails 
ore. “He receiver! the tapes bat ‘he hast 


hance to listen to it 


Don't Forget te Waite 


“He's had it for a month,” Sly interjected, 
beginning to sour testy. 

“We've been very busy around here,” the 
receptionist said coldly. “You'll just have to be 
patient.” 

Patient? Ho'd be « patient soon, if this kept 
Lupin a hospital for failed managers, “Thanks, any- 
sway,” he said with w sigh. “Ill try Me Redpath again 
nxt week.” 

“Suit yourself," came the reply as Sly hung up, 

“What is 2" Sly asked, talking out loud to no 
‘one in particular, “What's wrong with me? I've never 
‘questioned my own genius before. Gould it be that 
{I'm finished? Washed up before I've even graduated 
from high school?” 

Looking around his room for something —any= 
thing—to anchor himself in his moment of doubt, Sly 
found himself picking up that week's copy of Music 
Express, the magazine rockers considored their bible. 
‘As he xcanned the pages, headline after headline 
screamed at him about this or that group's latest suo- 
‘cess. There was ever one about Blast OFM! and its 
fantastivally succesaful tour, 

‘Then he saw it, buried on page sixteen: Wilt. 
HONG KONG BILLIONAIKE BUY SUN COAST RECORDS? read 
the headline, Sly read it three times, out loud, just to 
make sure he wasn't dreaming. Only then did he go 
‘on to read the article undemeath, 
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California: Dreaent 
‘Lee Ming Sun 
“Hong Kong 

in due to arrive Friday in Los Angeles: 
where he will be meeting withthe wns 
‘of Sun Const Records. Rumor has it 
Mr. Lee is considering buying Sun Cont 
provide himself with an American tochol 
{in the recording business’ 


so loudly that his mom's 
in the other room, Th 
himsetf—the chance of 


sphai's itt” Sly shouted, 
parakeets stopped! singing 
fas it—a chance to redeem 


Jifetime, in fict! P 
vee you ace, Winkle? 


You're as brilliant as ever 
moment, there hasn't been 


revere out the astcle and taped it ap om Bis 


he'd be sure to Jook at it 
elength: yr, where 4 
ae Syne: you ei dog,’ tai cain 
fon, “By the time you get thro 
Reba vor ee Aenow what hit him!’ 


he berated himself. 
just that until this 


owel 

of the shower, wrapped a towel 
rt went int ie Beslroom, where 
thes for his date with Tiffani. He 
ing, of har. After Jenny 
le down—for about 


Jake stepped 
‘around himself, 
he'd laid out his el i 
smiled to hienself just think 
hod left, Jake had been» Hel 
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week or so. But then he and Tiffani had just kind of 
“noticed each other. 

{t hadn't been anything special, just a moment 
when they'd caught each other's eyes. But in that 
moment, he'd known she was thinking exactly what 
he was. ' 

Ever sinoe then, life had been terrific. Tiffani 
ind always been a great git with a super personalit 
She had always managed to see the good in every- 
hody, And she had always gone out of her way to 
halp other people, even when it had been inconves 
nient for ber. 

Not only that, Tiff was what Juke would call a 
fox. It wa» amazing Wo him that he hadn't noticed her 
before, but he guesxed he'd heen too preoccupied 
with Jenny to realize it, 

Anyway, now that he and Tiffani wore sei 
euch other, Juke felt really up. He couldn't wait for 
Aonight. He wax going to take her for a long ride on 
‘his bike, up into the mountains, where they: would 
‘pave at the stars and into each other's ayes... « 

Jake came to an abrupt halt as he approached 
is bed. There, lying on top of his clothes, was an 
‘airmail envelope with a foreign stamp on 

He know right away who it was frotn, There was 
‘nly one person he knew who would be writing him a 

otter from far away, Jenny. 

As he picked up the lotter, Juke felt an unset- 
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Jim in the pit of his stom- 


tled feeling take hold of bi ana 


ach, He opened the Tetter and re 


Hoag I'm re 
Juke sat himself down on the hed, feeling worse by 
the second. 


Juke thought to himself, This was not 


ther 
cone pected to read. Not at all, 


what he had es 


x mc ot tt oe? Plo 


De go ell kaw ws 


wile Tr wt boom 
mot? 
for it, He didn't know 


Jake looked around the roi ipl ee 


where he'd put it. In a drawer somew 
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V can't wail T het Kom yu. Ti then, cso, 
onay 


Take put the letter down and heaved w deep, mourn 
fil'sigh. Now he knew whut that awful feeling was in 
‘the pit of his stomach. Guilt, Guilt guilt, gui! 

But why should he feel guilty? he asked 
fell, He: hadn't actively sought out Tiffani, It had just 
sort of happened. And he'd meant to write to Jenny 
about it—really he had, 1s just that there'd heen 80 
much happening, 

No, that wasn't true. ‘The truth was, he'd been 
hoping that Jenny would forget about him, that she'd 
eet somenne else. When he'd seen the envelope on 
hie bed, that's what he'd hoped the letter would way, 

But what was he going to do? Obviously, Jenny 
‘wasn't going to forget about him! He'd been deluding 
himself, and he was going to have to face up to reali- 
ty. Whatever that meant, 

Should he write to Jenny and tell her the truth 
about himself and Tiffani? How would she tke it? 
Would it break her heart that he'd found someone 
‘elne? And would he be ruining w lifelong friendship? 

‘And what about Tiffani? He was supposed to 
pplok hor up in less than hulf an hour! What was he 
going to tell her? 


iffani stood outsid 
the street, wondering 


at he was the kind of BOY who was 
ie Aways tbe Twat oe 10 ahow UP at Pe 
Hrd he'd gotten called down to the PT ati 
nore than once for “chronic ltenese But 
_ eee wo fight ff the impuso to Feel hut 
chad been 0 exiting far ber——for both 
Eien we'd thought. It would be horrible if Juke 


yrd) her. 
ated ing ioa aaing 
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joren times during band pructice that afternoon? He 
‘as into going out with her as she was with him, 
jp being ridiculous, Tiffani,” she said out loud. 
It was that dream she'd had last night. That 
‘what was bothering her: Just when she'd thought 
i'd totally forgotten about Erie Everson, he'd 
up in her dreams—in a big way. 
‘Was she feeling guilty ubout seeing Jake? she 
|. She hadn't felt guilty up till now. She and 
had come together so naturally, without even 
inking ubout it, that she'd hardly even thought 
“about Jenny, let alone Eriol last night. 
When the famous rock star had asked her to 
“come with him on tour, Ti 
“known she wasn't ready for that serious # rel 
ship. Still, she obviously hadn't forgotten about him 
‘eampletely, either. 
‘A distunt buzzing noise told her Jake was about 
10 tum the comer onto her street, und seconds later, 
thie saw the single headlight on the front of his bike, 
‘He pulled up in front of her house and got off, leaning, 
the bike over on its kickstund as she: ran to greet hit 
“Hi, Jake!” Tiffani threw her arms around 
‘peck und kissed him, but to her surprise, Jake only 
half returned the kiss. She pulled back to look at 
him, and noticed that his eyes kept shifling away 
from her. 
“Hi, Tiff,” he mumbled, giving her a quick, 
hhalthearted smile. 
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415 everything okay?” she asked him. 
“Sure!” he said, a little too quickly. 
“Everything's fine.” 

4Oh," she replied, not quite convinced. 
“Cause I was wondering where you wore.” 

Oh, Yeali.[ guess 1 was a tittle Tate, bul?” 

Oly half an hour. It's okay,” she sale with 
shrug and 1 hopeful smile, “Anyways realy 1092” 

“Um, okay.” 

What was going on? Tiffani wondered as she 
got up on the bike behind him and put her arms 
firound him. She breathed in the scent of his leather 
joket us he revved up the motor 

He drove onto the main drag, but instead of 
twking the turn that led inland, Juke kept going, 0” 
into the heart of Redondo Beach, 

f thought we were going to drive up into the 
mountains,” ‘Tiffani said when they pulled up toa 

red light. She had to shout to be heard with the hel~ 
els on. 

[ wanted to got a bite to eat first,” Juke shout- 
‘eal buck to her 

‘Tiffani was pussled. They'd purposely made 
their date for wighthirty, after dinner. “Didn't you 
‘eat supper?” she asked, as he pulled into the park 
{ng lot at Sharkey's, the beachside burger place 
sehere all the kids at Pacific Coast High hung out. 

“[, ub, well, no,” Jake said as he parked the 
pike. “That is, I'm not all that hungry, actually. I just 


n 


rke ey i ing tables. 
“Oh, okay,” Tiffani said, following him inside 
and reaching for his hand as they went. “You sure 


or something?” ' 
‘That took Tiffani abuck. Should she level with 
fim and tell him that he was wecting strange? Or 
Mild that make him angry? Ugh! She wasn’t used to 
Wing to think about how she acted when she and 
Hike were together. Everything had happened 40 eas 
Hy for both of them. That was whit was so great 
bout their relationship, But tonight. 4 
Juke ordered sundaes for them both, und they 
Hg out with ‘Tony while they ate. Juke seemed his 
mal self while Tony was around. But when he and 
went back outside, Jake turned to her and 
Liston, Till, 1'm not feeling to great tonight, 
be I'm coming dawn with something, 1 don't 
¥. Would you mind if we passed on the ride?” 
__Tiffani’s heart sank, So there had been some 
ting bothering Juke all wlong. She didn't believe for 
Hminute that there was anything wrong with him 
hysically. Juke wasn't a very good liar 
No, there wus definitely something bothering 


him. But what? What could there possibly be that he 


Idn’t tell her? 
Could his feelings toward her have changed so, 
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oye that vas possible. Whys 


1 heen flirting with thelr 
ppractige. But maybe 


fast? Tiffani didn't see ho 
just that afternoons they ¢ 
they played during 


mingled him of Jenny 
ver home, Tiffani Mashed buck on 
th 


jo Everson. I 


slugged 

While ‘Tiffani had serea 

to stop it the two guys Mi 
and nail, ignoring her plenss 
Freon there, ‘The problem wass Tia 
ble to tell which guy she had been 


about, 


‘yiffani thought she knew what the dream 


Her feelings for Erie hdn't completely gone 
Mr peauae ae was seokig kes ard the 

{hor af that facts 
‘he hugged Juke tightly, 
her cheek resting on bi ney aoomned back 
rove er ous, Could tbe hat Ke We the same for 
Saket Tiffant wondered. Maybe Ie Jaudn't quite got 
ven over Jenny. And if he bad TM 4 knew she 


shouldn't be seeing hit 

‘One thing wae far sure: Somethin 
mater, But for the fife of her, THTant ‘couldn't figare 
vit what hdd made Jake change #0 suddenly. Ancd 


hat didn't feel wery good at all 
20 
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he that things would be back to nor= 
morning at school. But when 
: when she 
S ee ote Jocker, his behavior wins as bata 
ene on Satay night. Whatever was 
ete hadn't gone away over the weekend 
Ae ‘choo! Tifant asked Samantha if she 
a to her about something important, She and 
fe to be good friends in the short time 
e tee other. Almost as lose as she and 
mn Tiffani reflee s 
ible to give her Tina ood ce all 
“1 don’ ‘ 
al ne to bother you with my prob- 
Tiffani va, catching up with Sa f 
wg rion ing wp i h Sam as they left 
“Mind?” Samunthi 
Why - mi Tn bear Re 
e ee Bi oor each other whatever's 
1? OF course they should! 
kg een pe is be whle to hare + 
a problem, Pd 
ee Right! Now, What was your ea E 
usual, once Sam got 
a got on toa topic, she 
go. But now Tiffani 
apypered with Juke. al 
“I don't know what to think,” fesse, 
2 fo think,” Tiffani conf 
Cd ever happened to ene befor. 'I oan, T 
yaw where Petand with a’ guy) you know? 


va 
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shu he’s being a0 eokd and distant, and I'm afraid 1 ‘guard. It was the last thing in the world she'd 
oe to hear. “That's your great idea?” 
is} semen 0 “That’s how my grandma got my grandpa to fall 
ephat’s really weird love with her,” Sam suid with a mischievous grin. 
‘if you think about i, it’s not much a erazy idea, 
the guy you care about him, 
eaten 0 you than just w pretty face, a great 
eer cravotien? for playing the guitar. Maybe then he'll feel 
rowful sigh. “Guys ean be so fickle sometimes, table enough to tell you what's wrong.” 
rd, “The minute they know you Tike them, they Tiffani nodded slowly, the idea of a home- 
start to back off.” dinner beginning to sound better to her. She 
‘Tiffani felt «lump rising in her throat, Was thot just picture the look on Juke's fee as he tast- 


moment. 


what was happening with Jake? ‘Tiffani shook off the ‘the delicious meal she'd cooked for him—th 
Thought und got back to deserbing what she stually ine andl approcintion in his eyes as he looked al 
saaed about the situation. Ina whole ww way. 
sane he's keeping & sorel from mo or MMmmuct ico i!” Hank sul excitedly ao the two 
something 1 just don't know what to do, 1 fo! Tike reached the comer where their paths parted. 
‘was happening between ss, but ‘a million jillion.” 
| row it's just slipping away: And 1 don't know why— Sum said wit dest shrug. “It wos 
‘oreven how to find out!” ‘Junk the first thing that popped 
“You know whut?” Sam said suddenly her eyes Well, I've gotta go. Good luck, Tiffani, And d 
\| | twinkling, “I've got m great idea!” Worry, Jake likes you—I know he does, 1 saw it in 
\| | see do?” Tiffani anid, Feeling « sudan rush) ies.” 
Wit othope go through her 'You think so?” Tiffani asked hopefully. 


Yop. When 1 was a lite girl in Hong Kons *D know so,” Sam assured! her “Don't be down 
ny grandmother told me that when « eh really likes Inthe dumps, okay?” 
ty the eat way for her to tell him without wearing Thanks w tot." Tiffani said. 
than off i wo cook hima a really good dinner!” Me cay ser Sa hh gone, wo THA Ba 
“A good dinner?” Tifani asker, totally caught ftimed toward home, that a troublesome thought 
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‘ocurred to her She'd never tried cooking & 


she said to herself aloud 
“PIL ask him over for 


That way I'N have plenty of tim 
Besides, how hard ean it be 


“Oh, so what?” 
‘off the thought. 


Saturday night. T 


un Coast Records, how can help you?” 

Cupping the phone in his hands, 

“ily cleared his throat and, deepening his voice, 

“weached down inside himself for his best British 

“wowent, Not that he'd ever been within « thousand 

‘illes of England, but he'd seen enough movies to 
pick up the basies, 

“Ex, yes. Quite. This is C. J. Sylvester of Music 
Apress. V'n calling in regard to published report 
‘that your company is about to be bought by one Mr. 
Lee Ming Sun of Hong Kong. Any comment?” 

‘There was 1 long pause on the other end of the 
ling, Sly bit his lip nervously, wondering whether the 
moeptionist was going to rise to the bait. 

“Es, whut did you say your name was?” came 
the voice, sounding tentative and suspiciou 
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“C. J. Sylvester, Music Express,” Sly said, try- 
ing his best to radiate confidence and superiority. 
[Normally it wasn’t hard for him to do, But lately . 

“L sec, Well, that’s odd, Mr. Sylvester.” 

“1s?” Sly gulped hard, Had she seen through 
hhim already? 

“Yes. Because the published report was in 
Music Express. How is it you dids't just check with 
your own reporter?” 

“Ah, well, you see, um." Sly fished through 
the treasure box of his mind, searching desperately 
for a clever explanation to bail him out of trouble. 
“We're a very lunge organization, you sexy and, um, 
you know, the left hand doesn’t always know what 
the right hand is doing, don’t you know?" 

*Uhshuh.” The receptionist was sounding more 
doubiful by the minute, “Well, 1 suggest the twer 
of you get together and shake hands, Me. Sylvester. | 
fam not at liberty to give out information regarding, 
Mr Lee. 

He could tell that she was about to hang up on 
him. “Wait!” he shouted into the phone, “That’s 
impossible! You see, um, the reporter is no longer 
working for us, and ... he’s... om vacation in South 
America. Incommunicudo, as it were.” 

“You know,” the receptionist said thoughtfully. 
You sound awfully familiar, Me Sylvester. Have we 
talked before?” 

Uh-oh, Now what? “I don't believe s0,” Sly 
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hurriedly, “I'm sure 1 would 

‘onversations wit cae 

in” 

“OR!” A giggle oa 

a” A i ‘oame from the other end of the 
a Sly thought to himself with a grin. Sty, 
a fox. Flatery will get you everywhere! “One 

Iways toll an extremely attract 
voice,” he added, feel 
ing back. 

“Is that right?" the reception: 

ceptionist asked. 

Aaken off quite a lon of weight recently.” pe 

“Ahem,” Sly interrupted, f 
gol Completely out of hi 


u hered 
4 charming person such ax 


® person from 
hin old self-confidenoe 


before the conversa 


Yi have to talk o Me Lee yourself 


Precisely what I'd 
planned to do!” Sly coun 
{red This was totally excellent—exactly what he 


“Waa going “| ju 
ping me seat If you could just put me in 


“Sorry. came the reply. “You'll huve to ty at 


‘the Bel Claire Hotel—that’s where he’ 
“The Bel Claire Hotel!” 
“Bxquisi 


laying.” 


“I don't know that,” the i 
"You'd have to call the hotel” eee 
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“OF courses” Sly said, “Ex, anything else you “What i 
‘ean tell me? OFT the record, of eourse.” a 1 worrying about? A translator? No 
| YWell, Lean tell you this. Mr Lee doesn't speak 


| much English, so unless you ean speak Chinese, 


| eve going to bave m rough time getting m tory om ee ies 
of him.” on Saturday as 
Unpacked the 
viahy” Sly suid, struggling to stay cheerful Bacraod old Sainte oa a the supermar- 
\\ | «Well, thenk you. You've been most helpful.” ‘a great iden, it's als ny eee 
|| } Soe try,” came the reply. “And we hope you'll ie pulled oun sag 5 to es funt” With a 
Il mention Sun Coast favorably in your uticle.” mut the items she'd bought, ome 
iNatch Ander keep up the weight progran. Steak for Lo ‘ 
| Taal” Sly bung up and paced his bedroom ike w in Fetaiee ES nee T know he 
Vi Hungry beast of prey. He'd accomplished his miss Potatoes for whaspeielasiin Oo 
iM) | som, all right. Hed found out where Mr: Lee was Clans far clans owe see 
staying. The next step was obious—t0 get over there for clam chowder... thin is 
rey alk the guy into auditioning California Dreams : ‘ 
‘to he could sign them up as soon an he bought Sun (Jukes was It was just noon, 
| aes coming over at sixcthirty. She wares 
Coast Records jan she should start cooking oie - er; 


im) Bat bow was he oven going wo talk with the |iUantime, 
soy The only Chinena worl Sly knew were the ones QT Mh truth ‘ 
FY) tt amos ff» ment Without © translator, he Reps before. harilenieerlisr road 
\| i wns going Wo get nowhere fast, And where in the [ARERR were sandwich et ly things she knew how 
| world was he going to fin w translator? eae hot chocolate, Oh, and 
Kal nly iy stopped in midpce and smacked | 7 Wel, Tif f 
W pis con the forehead with the open palm of his geil ephemera alas ee the 
| : Sees tat yo a on broil. Were 
Nn ait a minute” he said ut Towa the corner the gil artieabarenice 
of his mouth curling upward in his trademark ing sah 
chowder was anyth 
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heating hot chocolate. She knew that they were both But today there were actually two pieces of 
hot, but beyond that, she wasn't sure. a fl for her! One was a picture postcard from Jenny, 
Oh, if only she'd tnken home economics IPPs ecu vilna, The tard wid nie 
school instead of metal site Sen il you were here, I miss my friends, Write 
Tantastic shoehorn out of tin. Maybe Jake wo i Lave...” 
tikew nce shoehorn.  .. Poor Jenny, Tiffani thought. I must be hard 
Suddenly Tiffani found TE ahs fen you're in w new place, all alone, At least Jenny 
food she'd bought, wondering if it is 
ee to invite Jake over for a home-cooked meal 
fier all, Sure, like Sam said, she aod Coie IFif she was doing the right thing, But this was the 
ith the fact that there was more to her than card she'd gotten fi ye and none of the 
a Pe rail talent, But how cout Sieioaed Kmahibekgenstat 
ate impress him with her cooking if she couldn't atby now. 
cook? ‘Tiffani looked at the other letter she'd gotten. 


4h, come on,” ahe guid to herself “Tt ean’ be fe couldn't believe the name above the return 


int mentioned Jake. ‘That was a good sign. Before 
fun! had started secing Juke, she had asked her- 


thot hurd, You know how to heat things up. That's PE vérion! 

tehat cooking ey right? And there's a French-English Eric! He'd written her a letter! Tiffani quickly 
diotionary upstairs; you can Jook up au gratin: Tore open the envelope, her heart boating fast, « 
‘Agsumning it’s French." ‘urge of excitement courving through her body. 


“The doorbell rang, and Tiflani went o answer Eric had heen gone almost two months, and 
it, relieved to have something to twke her mind of ‘afler the first couple of weeks, sho'd barely thought 
the dinner she was supposed tome, “about him. First, Juke: hud come to town and joined 

Ti was the mail, and the mail carrier had "he Dreams; then there'd been the whole commotion 
it and came “dyer Jenny's leaving the group to Ko to school 
Fre withthe package an the rest ofthe ail: She type, With all vhat going on, plus Sam's arrival 
put the package on the living room coffee twble, a4 Tiffani had had no time at all to think about Eri 
then, just to avoid going back i Then, lust Friday night, she'd had that dream. 
‘ubentmindedly sorted through ‘And now, as if in apswer to the dream, Erie hud write 
Not that she ever got anything. Aon her a letter. Was he writing to tell her he'd met 
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the rest of the mail. 


unantha Woo hast just gotten off the kitchen 
Hane after « good, Tong phone cal to her folks 
tong Kong The phone bill was going be este 
Trmifeal, she Kreis Kut, afterall, it was feaportnt 
stay close with your faily when you were away for 
sch a Hong time, wast 1? 
ae he funny thing was abd hac wo rnuch to lk 
to thom about that she hadn't even gaten the chance 
We tak them how they were doing! Oh, well: She ‘l 
hhave to call them again tomorrow. 
are avsen reached for a bag of chips and headed 
in her new 
upstairs to her room to make an entry ip ' 
diary. Living in the Staten was such a blush, she 
thought to herself. She'd only been here « fo weeks, 
tor already ahe was in a grost band. The Dreams 
rere even better than the Purple Dragons, her band 
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k home. She'd made a bunch of great new 
even been out with a couple of guys. It was 
ing to be a great year, she thought. 
No sooner had she gotten up: 


You've got to 
ino terrible, terrible jam! [t's five-thir- 
e ruined everything!” 
*Culm down, ‘Tff,” Sam told her: “Just tell me 
W's the matter, Start at the beginning, okay?” 
“Okay,” Tiffani suid, still breathing hued. 
‘Remember you said to invite Juke aver for m home 
dinner?” 

“Yeaesss ...” Sum aaid, feeling suddenly 
July without knowing why. 

“Well, 1 did, and he said yes, and we mace it 
for tonight, and he's supposed to be here at six-thirty 
‘ind that’s in an hou, only I've totally messed! up this 

broil instead of 
ccolog, wn I had to 
"wring the water out of 

“Water? What water?” 

“The water from the pot I boiled it in” Tiffani 
‘explained. 

“Oh, brother,” Sam said with » sigh. “What 

‘ele?” 


“Um, the potatoes au gratin, I just have no idew 
what 1 did there, but I know it’s wrong because it 
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smells funny—kind of like asparagus and bubble 
gum, Maybe I shouldn't have put the cheese on the 
bottom.” 


“The cheese on the bottont -. . 2" 
“Yes, and is clam chowder supposed to be 


thick und black, like tar?” 
“Tiffani, you're right. You need help,” Sam 


“1 know! What am 1 going to do?” Tiffa 
moaned, “There's not enough tine to start all over. 
Yen going to have to tell him the dinner is ruined. 
‘Oh, P'nn going to look like such a loser!” 

“Wait, Tffani—it’s wot too late,” Sam said, an 
iden sucldenly popping into her head, “Listen to me, 
Start cleaning up the mess, okay? Have you got 
wok over there?” 

A what?” 

“1's a Chinese frying pan—never mind. [Ml be 
right over Don’t worry, we'll pot you out of thie yet- 
You're going to serve Jake « home-cooked Chinese 


But L dowt—" 
‘That's right, you don't. But Ilo.” 

Sam hung up and raced down to the kitchen. 
She flung open the Garrisons? refrigerator and start- 
fed riding it for every possible item she could find. 
‘There was no bok choy, of course, na water chestnuts 
for bean sprouts, but she could make do, she sup- 
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‘The Garrisons were going to wonder where 
had gone, but she would explain later: It 
1a good cause. Besides, maybe the Garrisons 
ike w nice dinner out together! 
bbing a piece of paper and a pencil, she 
8 note: “Will return later with explanation 
di. H'm at Tiffani's, but don't cull, whatever 
@, Love, Sam.” 
Fifteen minutes later, she arrived at Tiffuni's 
Ws and! carried her overstuffed shopping bagn 
1en, which smelled like a rubber 
equally foul. 
\ “What in the world happened in here?” she 
ni, already knowing the answer: She grabbed 
on skillet and looked at it disapprovingly. “It's 
but it'll have to do.” 


tho was chewing on her 
“Don't worry, okay? When 
ist atall him. 17M have dinner ready inv 


able to 


“Really. Now tell me. What happened? I know 


said you didn’t have much cooking experience, 


tis is totally unbelievable!” 
“I know," Tiffani said, ubushed. “See, 1 was all 


pauly to start cooking when this letter eame from my 


boyfriend, Eric Everson, It got me all distracted 
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and upset, and [ Kept thinking about it the whole 
time 1 was trying to make dinner. I guess T messed 
things up royally, huh?” 

“L think you could safely say that,” Sum 
agreed. “But don't worry, Tif, It's all going to turn 
ut fine. And Jake will never know the difference, 
Helll think you're the best cook he's ever met. I'm 0 
talented girl—didn't I ever tell you that?” 

Ob, Sam, you're a lifesaver!” Tiffani said. Just 
then the doorbell rang. “There's Jake!” Tiffani w! 
ppered breathlessly. arly! P've got to stall hi 
Oh, Sam, wish me luck!” 

Goo! luck!” Sam said, starting to chop up the 
vogetablen she'd brought, “We're both going to noes! 
iy! she added under her breath, “I've never male 
‘90 goo gai pan without the moo and the gai before.” 

‘As it turned out, it wasn't Jake at all, It was Sly, 
and he came burst into the kitehen at breakneck 
‘speed, with Tiffani right behind him, 

“There you are!” he said, spinning Sam around 
to got her attention, “T saw the note you left the 
Garrisons, and tracked you here, Sam, T need you 
desperately. You've got to drop what you're doing and 
ceome with me right away.” 

“Uh-uh. Not a chance,” Sam said firmly. 
“Tiffani needs me right away, too—even more des- 
perately.” 

“No way,” Sly said. 


“Yes way,” Sam shot back. “Now, what is it you 
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dl me for? You can talk while I cook.” She pulled 
free and started chopping up chicken with 
geance, throwing the pieces into the hot fry= 


“Whoa. Easy there, okay?” Sly said, holding 

hands in u gesture of peaco—andl to keep the 

ling oil from sapping his face. “Listen, 1 didn’t 

pany harm. 11s just that, well, ! wanted to invite 

out with me tonight, Sam. ‘To the Bel Claire 

5 beat that for one fantastic Saturday 
That got Sam's attention, “You're askis 

5 me 

the asked incredulously. “What's atthe Bel 


dl 10 give Tiffani a quick smi 
‘You'll be glad you came.” 
"You, well, I'm busy right now, in ewse you 
notice,” Sum suid, holding the chicken up for 
to sec. 
Sly bucked off a step und said, “You ean't be 
ous. Tell me with a straight face that you'd rather 
eon fine 


“But L can tell 


Se path ok ha tl hin how Hi 
she appreciated his snide comment. 
ly backed off even mare, “Okay, okay, I didn't 
nit. But look, Sum, I'l be totally frank with you. 
m not exactly asking you out on a 
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“You're not?” 
“4No, Although we could discuss that. No, t! 
“ip business, actually. Business that cou be luera- 
“five, if not crucial, for us all.” 
You mean, for the Dreams?” Tifani asked, 
ddenly paying close attention. But before Sly 
il answer her, the doorbell rang, With a Title 
‘shriek, Tiffuni ran out of the kitchen to answer it 
ee ave: to be there by wight-thity.” Sly suid, 
‘turning back to Sam, 
Can't you just go by yoursolf?” Sam asker, 
perplexed, “T've got to finish cooking this meat for 
Tiffani and Jake, It's an emergency. 1 ean't explain 
“right now, but it is.” 
Sly checked his watch and shook his head. 
“Look, it might take us up to an hour ‘und «half to 
"got there with Saturday night trafic. We've Rot to 
Jeave in the next half hour, or we'll miss our chat 
Sam, this is w once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. We 
“can't blow it!” 
Sain sighed and then stirred some cut vogeta- 
oles into the akillet. “Sly, the Bel Claire Hotel’s a 
ancy place! Tenn’ jst show up there looking like 
this, ve got to go home and change, put makeup 
‘on—you know, become my normal glamorous, gor 
_geous well.” 
“You mean you'll go?” Sly exulted. “Awe- 
some! 1 knew I could talk you into it, Okay, 
“You head home and change, and Tl nish cooking 
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9 ahead to the hotel. I'll drive up on my own 
eet you there as soon as I,cun. 1 should be 
ere in fifteen minutes or so. Ill go straight 

and change. If I'm late, you'll have to wait 
~ the best I can do,” my 
yed und then nodded. “Okay. 1 guess 


natal them. 1 sort of wanted to brief you on thin 


pal "1 7 

pine we'll just have to improvise. Okay. 
fe started to leave. “Just one thing, Samantha. 
you'll be playing it by ear, watch me for sige 

ls, And let me: do all the talking, okay?” 
“No, go out the back 
- “Jake's not supposed 
ow we're here!” When Sly looked puzzled, she 
ided him out the back door. “Sust 


*You know where it in?” Sly whispered. 
In Bel Claire, right?” Sam said. “No, dub. See 
there, Mr: Manager.” 
‘Sam shook her bead und smiled as Sh 
ly Yoh and 
his car One thing was for sure—he might be » 
but atleast Sly seemed to have come out of his 
period.” 


w 


She went back to preparing the meal, It wan 

ater, as she drove home to change, that she 
began to wonder what Sly was up to, And why did he 
‘need her, of all people? 


“Boy, Tiffani, what a fantastic meal! Chinese foox!'» 
“my favorite. How did you know?" Jake gave ‘Tiffani 
‘warm smile. He really did like Chinese food, and 
‘Tiffani hud done a good job. The only things mis 

were bean sprouts and water chestnuts, 
_ Chinese vegetables. 

But the thing that hod really attracted Jake's 
attention was how nervous Tiffani was necting, Why 
had! she invited him over to show off her cooking if 
‘she was s0 anxious about how it would tum out? Hey, 
‘even if it hud been « total bust, it would have bee 
call right with him, 

In fact, Jake hud come over here tonight with 
the intention of telling Tiffani the whole truth, 
“Everything—Jenny’s letter, his own confused feel 
ings, the works—even if it meant Tiffani didn't want 
to see him anymore out of consideration for Jenny. 

But Tiffani was acting s0 cold and distant, And 
every once in a while, she would fool for something, 
in the back pocket of her jeans. 

1k wns weird, that's what it was. And every time 
the asked her what was wrong, what was going on, she 


Il, hey, hie didn’t care if everything was per- 

fe just wanted everything tw be normal, like it 
en before, But if she wasn't going to tell him 
certainly wasn't going 
ck 10 bomplimenting 


“with her, either He’ 
find that was i, 

was no way to build» relation= 

if things kept up like 


plimenting hor cooking. All she wanted was for 
ight to be over, How could she have ever 
ust cooking « meal for Juke would be a goad 
d only made things tensor than ever 
een them! 

But what made things really tense was the let= 
at whe was carrying in hor back pocket. Why, oh, 
dhy hind Eric's leter had to arrive today, of all ays? 

saying. “I tell 

le of you I never knew existed,” 

id Tiffani with w nervous giggle. 

are a lot of sides of me you don't kniow about, 
she said, trying to sound remotely casi 


Cakifornia Dreams 

A lot of sides he didn't know about? Yeah, 
right, Tiffani thought. Like the side of me that sill 
cares about Eric Everson! 

“Well,” said Juke, gathering up some platen 
and serving dishes, “I'll just take these into the 
kitehen, anid —" 

“Nol!” Tiffani shrieked, rushing to block the 
door tothe kitchen, “No, don't do that, You just sit 
down aml relax,” she urged, pushing him back i 
the dining room and taking the plates from hi. “II 
clear tho table." 

‘That would the just perfect. Juke would burst 
into the kitchon and see Samantha there. A perfor! 
ending to a perfect disaster 

“Is there some reason you don’t want me to go 
into the kitchen, Tiffani?” Juke asked, searching her 
‘yes in confusion. 

“No! No, of courve not, Except that, it's $0 


#0 messy! You know, E may be a good cook, but I'm 
not the atest.” 

“That's okay," Juke said. “I don't mind # mess. 
Let me help you clear up.” He reached for some 


“Nol” Tiffani ordered, “No, thank you." 

Jake stared at her, puzzled, “I insist,” he said, 
‘moving past her and into the kitchen before she 
could stop him, 

‘Tiffani held her breath. Jake stood there in the 
doorway and then tumed to Tiffani with a blank look 
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“So what's wrong with this picture?” he 


i peeked past him into the kitchen. Sam 
ne, thank goodness! And the blackened pots 
ns of her aii, fled efor at dinner had 

en from view, Everything looked decep- 

orm 1 Good old Sam! RS 
only things were as normal as they looked, 
thought miserably. Ifonly she ila Jake 
bout everything. That she was a cownrde 
That she was still thinking about Eric 
Pon. That she hadn't even cooked! the wonderful 

he'd enjoyed so much. 

nd how was it possible that Jake was wo dense 
he didn't notice? Couldn't he just look at her 


it two and two together? Couldn't he tell that it 


who'd done the cooking? Couldn't he tell 

ae Ler Eric Everson's letter in her buck 
and that that wan why she'd made such 

of his dinner? ae 


_ Ob, if only whe could tell inn the truth! Tiffani 


phi miserably. On the other hand, maybe it was 
this way. I'Jake know the truth, the worst por 


Me thing might happen—he might break up with 
goon! 
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ing to think herself into not sweating from 
IN the exertion, she applied a few fresh touches to 

makeup and headed downstairs for the front 
Of. She grabbed the keys to Mr. and Mrs, 
ivisoh's second car—u 1986 Oldsmobile—which 

i been kind enough to let her use anytime a 
Wed it. She only hoped it would start for a 


It did, and she got onto the frewway with no 
Ble. Except that fifteen minutes later, she found 
elf in what had to be the world's largest uninte 
parking lot 
“Great, This is just great,” she suid out loud, 
amantha flew down the street, her long, sh wa epee 
black huir streaming behind her as she nuced is we bal clareret 
for home. She had no idea what business deal Sly Bi Pearica cia nen eieniet 
had been talking about, hut from the way he'd been 
acting, she figured it had to be important, Aud 
unless she lucked out on freeway traffic, she was 
sure 10 be late. 
He'd told her to show up looking her very h 
‘4 Sam, getting home and throwing open her closet 
door, proceeded to make some quick choices, She 
settled on a lack jumpsuit with gold buttons. and a 
patterned silk scarf 10 go with it, That, and so 
funky platinum earrings. 
businesslike, yet glamorou 


lately 
time you started the engine, the display read 
12:00 nd went on from there, Sam tried turning 
Mt the radio and was grectod with « symphony af 
tie. “Time to get a new car, Mr G," she sung in 


of Bel Claire—arguably Los Angeles's 

sf exclusive neighbortiood, 

‘The narrow roud twisted upwart! past mansions 

ell hidden behind ivied walls ancl tall hedges. Sam 
been there a few weeks before, when she'd first 

piten to the States. Matt and Jenny had tiken her on 


" 
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‘2 private tour of LAs tourist attractions, and with 
her excellent memory, Sam knew, oven though it was 
night, thot she had to make a left turn somewhere 
in here. 

‘Akg there it was, a tiny sig that read NOTE, 
[BEL CLAM, Sam figured it was so small because the 
management didn’t want just anyone staying there 
She pulled up to the doors and handed the keys to 
the uniformed valet, When she walked through th 
oor», she found herself in the largest, most beautiful 
lobby she had ever seen, 

‘Surprisingly, though, she didn’t see Sly, She 
expected him o be right at the door She decided 1 
tuke a quick walk around, since she'd probably 
never be in a place like this again, Sam wandered 
down trellised walkways, past private suites, a 
‘with its own walled garden. Another set of dou 
‘glass doors led tow banquet roan, where niformes! 
‘waiters were setting tables for a dinner, 

San took a left turn, then a right, and found 
herself alone in a terraced garden, softly tit in eol- 
‘red lights, whioh wound up a hill. Near the top was 
‘a white wooden gazebo, The beauty and tranquillity 
‘of it all took Saun’s breath away. 

Suddenly, as she approached the gazebo, 
shadowy figure stepped out from inside it. Sam 
gasped, momentarily frightened, But then she saw 
that the figure was that of a handsome young Asian 
‘guy, who looked 10 be about eighteen or #0, He was 
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ng tuxedo pants and shirt, with the jacket 


(es, | do,” Sam answered, noticing that his 
jut like hers. “But here 1 speak mostly 
\ 

100," he suid, switching to English before 
nice to speak your 
yguuge 10 someone when you're in wm strange 

Fy don't you think?” 
fes, but I'm living here in the States right 

Sam told him. 
par Ihe suid, coming closer to her with an 
look. 


10 sophia 


“My name's Henry," he said, extending his 
“What's yours?” 
“Samantha,” she answered, “My friends call 


“How did you know?” Sam asked. 
“I'm from Hong Kong, too,” he explained. 
‘one to know one, hub?” 
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‘some time, you could show me around 
Tittle?” he asked, with w twinkle in his eyes. 
“Sounds like fun,” Sam said, trying not to 
id as excited as she felt. “Of course I've only 
here a month or so mysel 
“T mewn, belt “It doesn't matter,” Henry said, giving her a 
fan and all. an looking forward to trying a lot of new ting smile. “We'll discover the place together. 
things, like surfing and bungee jumping —" p this is L.A.—beaches, mountains, movie stars, 

iSound great!” Sano wail, music, How ean we go wrong?” 

“1c will be,” Henry said, Heh “T guess we can't,” Sam said, with a giggle. 
moment, gazing into her eyes. “But “Well, what do you say we discuss it right now, 
fun if T had someone more like me, from my own 4 cup of hot chocolate?” 

‘country, to share it all with." afé here, and 
re you here all by yourself?” Sam asked him, “Actually, Vd love to, but 1 can’t 

“No, I'm with my father, but he’s been pre said, sharing his obvious i “I'm 
epic alta what NENA Hee: For for 4 kind of business meeting. But maybe 

yy number, and you 


Californie Drtaone 
ST guess so," she said, 
“I's pretty here, isn't 112” he asked how 


nds me of buck ho 
“You sound like you're homesick,” she said, 


tated for a 
would be more 


Anyway, he und 1 don't share the same ideas of 
apsecially on v 
“L-know what you meat 
can be great, but sometines it's better to ha 
poople to hang out wit 
“Right,” Henry agreed. Ibe 
here, I haven't met anybody who could really “Great,” Sam suid. “Now I'd better get going. 
stab ties Tht fa ntl juat none” Im late. Bye, Henry,” she suid as sha turned to go, 
Sam felt her heart swell, She swallowed hi “See you soon, Samantha!” 
“Would you like to go out together?” she asked. Wow, Sum thought us she walked back down 
“Well, that wouldn't be right, would it?” Henry Path toward the lobby. She put « hand over her 
asked, “I mean, we just met this second, But maybe inding heart. She couldn't remember when she'd 
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felt such instant chemistry with a guy before—eer, 
Too bad he wasn't staying in town long, she though! 
wistfully. Ab, well ... Now where was Sly? 

‘A hand grabbed her roughly by the elbow ant 
spun her around, " she pressed. 

“Where in the world have you been?” Sly But Sly, instead of answering, pulled her aside, 
tasked her in « harsh whisper “Do you realize fintéd to the doors of the restaurant, where 2 
time itis?” 

“Lhave no idea,” Sam shot b 
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[ probably woo't understand the guy any better 
will!” 


ness sul 


“But Pm 


Fe just emerging. 


‘you're about to tell me. Right?” “There's no time to explai to you," Sly 
“It's almost nine o'elock!” he suid, ignoring Fimanded her. “We'll just have to play it by ear, 

the sarcasm in her voice. "Mr. Lee ix going to be he do all the talking, and whatever you do, don't 

here any minute! You eame this close to messing this ict me, Don't even look at me funny, Got it?" 


whole thing up!” 
“Sorry, sorry, sorry,” Sam said. “How do I look? 
Okay?” 
Sly looked her up and down, “Not bud," he 
pronounced, but Sam could tell he was Sly 
that because he didn’t want to give her a swelled d the lobby and were 
head, The way Henry had looked at her hud told her pered, step 
that she'd pi n the comer. “Fallow me!" 
Sly stepped confidently up to w ull, stout, gra 
charge. Sly 
hand and said, “Hello, Mr. Lee! My 
is Sylvester Winkle, and I'm with Music 


Chinese. According to my inside sources, 


ypeake much English, #o—" . L understood you were staying here in our 
So you brought me here to translate for you?” city, and I wanted to have w few words with you, 

Sam asked incredulously. “Sly, you dweeb, do you you don't mind.” 
know how many different dialects of Chinese there ‘The man stared back blankly at Sly, His sso 
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‘Sam had translated it for him. “Now, that being 
spies od ti hhow long do you plan to be in town?” 

“Translate!” Sly told Sam in an urgent toi ‘The answer came back: “That depends on how 
ful the negotiations are. Perhaps a week, per 
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cintes looked at each other as if'a Martian hd 


still smiling and looking at the n 
Sam rendered Sly’s words in Mandarin, trys 

ing to fight down the sick feeling that was rising “And what about California Dreams?” 

inatde her: The man und his associates exchanged stares, 
So she was supposed to lie for him? This wan lifornia Dreams?” they repeated. Mr, Lee looked 

too much! Still, for the moment at least, she played aund said, “What is your friend talking about? 

tis Californin Drews?” 

Sam opened her mouth to reply but then 

smbered that Sly had made her promise to fet 

do all the talking. She turned to hi 


along, just to see what Sly was up to, 
‘The man muttered in Manda 

to him, “The translator’s very pretty. S 

clown an interview or tell him to 

‘The other man shrugged. Mr, Lee smiled at told him what the man had. 

San and suid, “Tell your pushy friend 1 can give him Sly ncted stupefied, then pretended to hide his 

five minutes. No more, But only because he has such rise. “You've r heard of California Dreams, 

‘a hoautiful translaton” ‘ppowe thut’s because you've just arrived in 
Sum translated the first part of the 1 iu. They're the hottest new rock band on the 

remark. Sly nodded, smiling. “Five minutes ix all 1 wt right now, and rumor has it they're about 

need, ain” he said breathlessly, whipping out « {sign a recording contract with a major label. Twas 

‘and pencil, “Io it true, sir, that you are negotiating 10 ded to steal them away for Sun 

buy Sun Goust Records, the prestigious independ aking them a better offer—that 

record label?” go ubvead wn buy the 

Sam repeated all this to the man, rapid-fire, 


Sam's eychrows shot up as she began to 
‘on to what Sly was up to, She tran and Mr: Le d watched as his expression turned perplexed, and 


suid, “We are considering several business ventures, eyes moved rapi agihte 
that being one of them. Nothing is carved in ston ciutes. Clearly, he was thinking fast, making eal- 


But it may happen. It depench tions aw he went. 
see,” Sly said, wri ‘Sam had to hand it to Sly. This plan of his was 
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‘sneaky, hut it showed « lot of ingenuity. Clearly, ho \re you kidding?” Sly shot buck. “Strike 
‘hadn't lost his touch after all. the iron is hot!’ That's my motto—or is it “Too 
“Tell your colleague,” Me Lee said, “that now is never enough'?” Pulling free from her, he 


that [think of it, T do remember hearing about ‘out the door, with Sam in hot pura, 

Califor Dreams. And while I haven't made any “Just one minute, Sly!” Sam demanded, yank- 
decisions yet concerning particular bands, Hum plane him from behind and nearly pulling him off hi 
ning to hear them play while I'm here, if at all possi- ) wore about fifty feet abead of them 


ble. Perhaps they ean be persunded to play at the walking down one of the trellised walkways, 

tnusie showcase I'm producing at the Redondo Bewch 

Civic Center. It is two weeks from tonight, My col 

leagues and I will be listening to new talent to 

Sun Coast Records after I purcha 

direct my ussociates to make the arrangements, 
Sam swallowed hard as she repeated Mr L hen we're going to sign 

words to Sly, Sly kept a straight face, but when the i jumantha, Have a little 

men turned away to consult with each other for i!” Pulling away from her, he ran after the group 

moment, he threw Sam a triumphant wink. mon, catching up to them just as Mr Lee was fit 
“And now I must go,” suid Me. Lee. "My apolo- sa key in th 

gic, but my time is very valuable and very short, | ‘eaught up to them 

must adjourn to my suite at once to make se 

trans-Pacific telephone calls.” With a little bow, he “Look, Mr. Twinkl 

tumed 10 go lish, his expre 

just w fow more questions!” Sly shouted  Lve given y ugh of my time already. If 

continue to harass me, WI have to call security 

Sam grabbed Sly by the arm before he could have you thrown out.” 

follow the group of businessmen out the door. “Sly,” “You—you speak English!” Sly gasped, his 

‘she said intently, “quit while you're ahead, Can't you Wouth gaping open. 

see the guy is busy? You did great. Now let him “When I choose to, yes,” Mr: Loe 

alone!” “Sometimes it is be 
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you, Mr. Manager, that 
music showease to see 
Dreams play, he's going to find out that you and T 
protending to be? What are we 


my Mee Leo" 


afler him. 


for business to 
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Jet the other people speak your language.” He turned! 
to Samantha, “And sometimes they bring along thw 
mont charming translators.” 

Sam folt herself hlushing, But then the door to 
the suite was opened from inside, snd Sav found 
herself going absolutely crimson. ‘The handsome 
young man -she'd met in the garden earlier wan 
standing there,» surprise! to be seeing her as she 
‘rus to seo him! He gave her a smile that melted her 
insides like butter: 

Akt” said Me Loe, beaming at the young man. 
“Allow me to introduce my son, Henry Lee, He's 
going to take over my buisiness empire someday. 
Aren't you, Henry?” 

His sont? Sam felt the whole world spinning 
around, and her heart hammering wildly in her 
chest. 

“Two thoughts raced through her mind: One the 


guy who hal just asked her out was the son of a bil- 
Aionaire! 

‘And two, now Henry was going to think she was 
a tranalator, What would he say if he found out sh 
‘was only at the Bel Claire Hotel to put a scheme over 
con his father? 


‘ll, H think a round of hearty eongratite 
lations is in orden” Sly said to Sam 
fs cocky grin as they waited for the valets to 
i their cars around. He breathed deeply with 
as he watched the Jaguars and Rorraria 
- soon..." he said dofilys "Lean 
ll sees in the air, cunt you?” 
“Fean wmell a rat,” Sam countered, crossing 
¢ arms in front of her “And his initials are Sly 
ikles Don't you feel lower than a worm, footing, 
‘Lew like that?” 
No," Sly suid matter-of-fuctly, Inoking at her 
ifahe were crazy to even think so, “Em sure Mi 
hus pulled w few tricks in his time to get where 
4s," he pointed out, “And ihe ever does find out, 
IVhave to admire our ingenuity.” 
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“Our ingenuity?” Sain repeated, incredulous. 


“Oh, no, Don't go giving me eredit for your suehy 
ideas. You did this one on your own, Sly. 1 was just 


“Tine, true,” Sly said, brushing his knuckles 

‘ogainst his lapel. “But you don’t have to thank 
“Thank you?” Sam repeated, ope 

“For what? For making me lie for you?” 

“Not for mv 
besides, I noticed you flirting 
right before we left. What was 
bet Daddy makes him vice president of 90 
real soon, huh? 

“Oh, stop 
happens 1m 
was Mr, Lee's won. 

Sly raised an eyebrow. “Really? Is that why 
You were 80 lite for our appo . 

“Sly—" Sum had meant to gi 
her mind, but just then, a valot drove up with Sly 
ear Sly took the keys and got beh 
ig the: valet a 


payed. “It so 
il, before 1 knew he 


Sly," Sam suid, a 
earlier to 


him a pieee of 


the wheel, 


valet Sho quickly gave the guy the tip she was going 
to give for her own ear, und hud to fish in her pune 
for another two dollars, i 
Sly pay her back. Just for the jw of the thing. 
But on her way hi idn't stay: mud for 
very long. After all, a wonderful thing had happened 


swore to make 


fight. Sam sang love song after love song to 
If, Henry Lee, she repeated again and 

i Henry. And, of cours 

that his father was a billionaire, 

Sam woke up early the next n 


en pacing her room for the 
history of the planet when, 
Phone finally rang, Sam leaped to grab it, but i 
only Tiffani, calling to thank Samy for having 


ly about the whole episode, “How a 
takedl, 
“Pretty good ani replied. “The food was 
derful—Juke loved it, It turns out Chinese food 
6 T'm going to have to get you to 
me sume recipes. That is, if he and Ture still 
ng out.” 


You con't sound #0 sure,” Sam said, “Is some= 


“I don't know,” Tiffani suid, hee voice sounding 
ky. “I mean, T think something ix wrong, but L 
On the 
jer hund, 1 know what's bothering me. My old 

wrote me a letter telling me how much he 


me wonder how 1 ¢ 
if 1 still love Erie, Know what I meat 
‘Sam bit her lip and looked at the clock on the 
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‘wall. “Sort off" she replied. “Actually, ‘Tiffani, I'l 
Jove to hear all about it, and we sliould really talk 
soon. But I'm expecting a very important call any 
minute, so..." 

“Oh. Tiffani sou 
felt terrible, but she 
that she'd miss: Hern 
thunks for everythis 

“Bye.” Sam hu 
been trying to get th 
Hine with Tiffa 

“Cahn down, she told herself. “Y 
ridiculous, He's probably still sleeping, Or else 
he’s too busy to eall, IVH probably he days be 
fore you heur trom him, 1 mewn, who says m 
you meant as much to him as it did wo you, 
Samantha?” 

Just then, mercifully, the phone rang ag 
tho first ring had died 


al slightly hut, and San 
just couldn't take the chance 
cull! “Okay 
lilk to you #oor 
up. wondering if Henry had 


un, Anyway, 


ough while she'd been on the 


re being 


from last night 

Sam nearly burst out Laugl 
and reli Tilo, Hi, Henry’ 
1 sorry it took me so long to call,” Hi 
Hock on the wall, Ninwth 
“My dad made n 


ome wi 


am usked, surpri 


really glad you 
wondering if you 


“1 would 
in, If you're 


Henry 
Wo see you again, Th 


nian” sh 
yen do you want to Kel together?" 
1?" dj 


he said quickly, 


“No, you didn’t!” Sum said. It was almost too 
to bo troe! “In ite, musi In fact, 


1 play keyboards and sing. 'm even in 
“Really? Whiah on 
heard of them,’ 

Oops, Sam could have kicked herself. Why 
© to open her big mouth like that? “Um, 


|, ad-libbing like 


Henry asked, “Maybe 


she sai 


¥. “In fact, we don't even have a name 
“Oh,” Henry said. “Say, Liste 


$3 


maybe you'd 


ike to jain me at the music showease next werk ot 
“the Redondo Beach Civie Center, California Dreams 

will be playing, My dad says they're supposed (9 Iw 
hottest band around town.” 


ye gotta got off the phone nove, Do you know 
how to goto Redondo Beach?” 

“unt give me your adress," Ie repli 
“find my ws o'clock?” 

You've got yourself w date” Sam said, beting 


‘hung up. This was all a dream come true, except for 
‘one major problem, 
How was she going to tell hin that the wor 
he knew ax a translator was actually in the band he 
nied to tuke her to see—and that she'd been lying 
“tohim the whole time about hervelf? 
Sooner or later, she knew, she was going 
“to have to tell Henry the truth, and the sooner th: 
better, 
With a new sense of determination, she picked 
‘up the phone and dialed Sly's number. 
“Looky Sly,” sho told him, "Mr, Lee i bound 
Find out the truth, 1 want you to tell him yourself, 
‘Defore I have to do it. Lf we: lose the showease gig, we 
Jose it. I'm not going to lie to Henry.’ 
“W'm truly Mubbergasted,” Sly replied after « 
Jongg moment of silence. “I've always thought of you 


“Look it up, it's in the dictionary,” Sam said in- 
tration. “Sly, all I'm saying is that if'you don’t tell 
the truth, I'm going to huve to blow the whis= 
He on this litte scheme of yours.” 
AIL right, all right, 1 hear what you're saying,” 
ly stopped her. “And to pleave you, Samantha, Iwill 
vel with Mr: Loe.” 
“You promise?” 
“1 promise." 
*Unoross your fingers,” Sam demanded. 
“What? How did you know?” 
“Never mind. Uneross them and promise me.” 
Sly sighed loudly into the phone. “All right, I 
ise to tell Mr. Lee the truth, Eventually." 
“Eventually: 
“Eventually.” Sly repeated. “Meanwhile, 
© just play along with me fora little longer Just 
one date, go along with our harmless little ruse.” 
“You cull it harmless?” Sam asked, aghast. 
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“Sure!” Sly shot back. “Who's it hurting? When Juke shook his head, Tony added, 
Conve on, Sam, Do this one thing for me, and I sweat wre lucky. I've heard it-a dozen times if I've 
Pil do whatever you want afterward. 'N even look mp Ht once. And it ain't pretty.” Tony checked! his 
inequity.” “T've gol five minutes, then T've gotta hook. 


“Integrity,” Sum corrected him, hut's eatin’ you, man?” 

“Whatever” Sly said, brushing her aff, “Do we “IV's Tiffani,” Juke confessed. “1 mean, it's 
have w deal?” , both ofthemt™ 

Sam sighed and shook her head. “Oh, all id, nodding slowly. “I know 
right,” she said, against my better judgment, You had that beaten dog look in your eyes.” 
but 11 hold off, for just one date, Afier that, you'd Jake quickly told Tony everything that had 
etter come clean.” pe "dl gotten the letter from Jenny. 

“Thust me,” Sly said. “Have I ever lied to you? id with a low whistle, *T don't 
Never mind—don't answer that question.” tome you could une some gooxl 


“Hoy, Tony, wait up!" Jake ran down the hall te 
catch up with his friend before Tony left the schoo! 
building. 

“S'up, man?” Tony asked, giving Jake a high 
five. “You look like you've got something on your 
sind” 

“Uh, yeah, 1 guess you could say thal,” Jake 
admitted. “You going someplace, or do you have w 
fow minutea?” 0 he eool, jewel.” Tony to with a smile, 


“Dye got to be at Sharkey’s by foun” Tony told Hang loose and sit tight. Time will make it work out 
him. “If T come in late, even a minute or two, the i” 


rman gives me his famous "When I was your age." 
‘speech. Ever heard it?” 


“Cut the poetry.” Jake said. “It gives me a 
acho.” 


66 


California Drcaoms 

“Chill, man,” Tony told him, “Listen vp. You 
‘anit sure which girl you really eare about the most, 
right?” 

“Yeah... 

“And you say you're not sure what's going on 
with Tiffani, either: So don't say anything to either 
‘one of tenn until you're sure! Stal them." 

“Sul them?” Jake repeated. 

Yeah, man! And while you're trying to figure 
‘out how you feel deap dove, see if you ean wap onl 
‘what's happening, with Til.” 

“Yeah.” Juke said, nodding slowly. “I think 
‘you're right, Tony.” 

“t've gotta go, Tiny said “But one more thing. 
man. Whatever you do, don't let Tiffani know you got 
‘that letter from Jenny!” 

“No?” 

“No way,” Tony said, shuking his head moan. 
ingfully, *Thowe two ladies were best friends, Juke. 1 
‘Tiffani thinks she's steppin’ on Jenny's tur, shel br: 
ouitn your life before you ean say ‘California 
Dreams.’ ‘Then instend of having two girls nuts about 
you, you're gonna find your sorry self with m0 gir 
sal!” 


ar Exic, 

Thank you gor your beautiyul letter. ['m glad to 
W that the tour is going so well bor you. You aud 
Bat Obj! really deserve abt the suecess you'e 


Tx also thuilled to buow that “Please 
Come Howe” is 0 Rit with (Ke caowds!! 

Exe, T want you to know that T stilt 
Care about you—a lot—aud T atways 
‘will, T guess. 

OR, Erie, Fdow't brow Row to say iRis, 
Well. Rare goes. I've staxte seeing some- 
body else. tle's actuatly 0 new weber off 
‘oun eu cowl Ris name iS Jote. Believe 
we, T never intended yor this to eh. 
On tke other Rand, rien ane it 
wight, : 
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Anyway, what it cones down (0 Is this: pe of mending things between them, Tiffani 
Ty T wout this new telotioxatip to workout se had 1 givo up Eric onoe and forall 
fpot me, T thine Rat you and T sfould just “Hey, Tif” eame Tony's voice from over hor 


be fiends. [ weber want tRat to eflarge, 
but T also dow't want auything mone aight 


wow, Who brows? Somedloy things wight ized it was too late 10 hide the letter from ‘Tony, 
be difgerent. ‘But jyor wow it just isn't pos standing there in his Sharkey!s T-shirt, 
sible for we to go ahead with my near quickly. 
sulotionship and still be with you. 
F lope you aren't wad at we. Believe “1 work here, remember?” he reminded her 
me, Tdida’t go out tooking yor a near lashed, feeling sty 
romance. And T do stitt tove you—as a “J just came on duty,” he told her. "Got to 
ued. me some buoks. Can I get you a refill on that 
Please beep in touch I love Rearing Ke, or ure you all sugared out?” He laughed, and 
{pom you. Keep on kaotling then dead tw Laugh with him, 
Yous, *No, thanks, Tony, 
Tighaui sand the pen and putting then in her book bay. 
just going. U've got to get home and di some 
‘Tiffani put down her pen with w deep sigh and reat mework before Jake picke me up tonight, We're 


‘over the letter, It was Wednesday afternoon, aml 10 0 movie.” 
© ghe'd come straight to Sharkey’s after sebool, feeling 1" Tony said, giving her a big smile, “You 


fa sudden urge for an extra thick shake, Chocolate 


forget Ede Everson an fully. “What do you mean, Tony?” she asked. 
thay go {courve we're sill together!” 


buck tears. She would nev 
the wonderful feelings sho'd had whe 
ut. Being Erie's homecoming queen and then being “OF courvel!” Tony agreed, sounding eager to 


back what he'd said. “I mean, of cou 


tusie video hail been a blast. 
But now there was Jake, and if she was to have ds uh, you know, | was just 
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“What is it, Tony?” Tiffani asked. “Did you Well. <<.” Tony hoa 

i Wy hesitated. “Are you sure 

{ink Jake and {had broken up or something? this, Tiffani? 1 rnean, are: you xure you want to 
No! No, no,” Tiny said, trying to sound 

al Tiffani could hear the note of strain in his voing 

though “So who're you writing to, Tif? An old Mame 


‘or somebody?” 


‘Tiffani felt confused, “Sure,” she said, feeling, 
hut sure. “LE mean, what's wrong 


‘Tiffani felt the sting of his Jucky guess, and ns a 
‘Tony must have noticed her reaction, “Un, 1 was junt P , i Harti 
idan.” he said quickly. "You mean, you really att fa BIER ts 
‘writing to another guy?” an ™ ane! 

"Tiffani aighed and buried her head in her _leeiceely relied shi a 
hands. Tony sat down opposite her, looking first to omething you're not 


make sure Sharkey wasn't nearby, chocking up 6% know anything, What makes 
hin waiters F Asin 1 vow anything?” 

“Oh, Tony,” Tiffani moaned miserably. “L Be ivisa.nay yoiteooatingritatd VER 
didn’t want anybody to know, but L night as well Benross? aaa 
toll you. 1 was writing to Eric Everson to break up az) really!" ‘TWny insisted, heate of 
with him 

“Ooooh,” Tony intoned slowly, nodding, Bi irasaliesvtagyou! ee 
his hoa. “You're breaking up with the dude, bub ‘ure you wares” Tiffani shit huok, “Tonys 1 

“Yes,” Ti id. “See, things have be you wove ny ton” peau 
kind of tense and awkward between me and Jake Pam your fn haan plentog 
Aaely, and figured it might be because 1 still hud yall if-yostreinys trio eat 
rie in the background. 1 mean, ¥ still have feeling» re a tk aunt elas 
for Brie, you know?” “Loan?” 

You do ‘ony gave her w dubious Fook: ae 

You, and [thought Id better just let Brie eo, Baie wet 7 
once and forall, so that there's no ane between Juke aie alias ic me 
and me, Understand?” sleet lipase" 
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stoke asked you to keep a secret from re,” she uever you do, don't tell Jake I told you uny- 
‘said softly, certain of it. Suddenly her stomach wax 21 like’my face the way itis.” 
doing flip-flops. “ Tony, how long have you known n't,” Tiffani promised. As Tony got up to 
Jake?” she demanded. ick to work, Tiffani drew out the letter she'd 
Aout two ronda,” ny ald. an and tore it, slowly, carefully, into small, 
“And how long have you known me?” r e pieces. 
Tee years.” ‘No way was she going to stand in the way of 


pest friend's happiness. No way was she going to 
Jake by confusing him about his feelings. 
uw now why Jake had been so awkward 


“Right. Three years, L think you owe me the 
truth, Now, Tony. If our friendship, means anything 
to you.” 

‘Tony sighed and wiped the sweat from hin 
brow. “Okay,” he said, sounding as if he were in 
pain, “See, Jake got this letter from Jenny, saying 
‘she was still really hung up an him, And he told ave i 
it made him realize he isn't sure how he really feels, ‘She quickly took out another piece of paper 


So yi ace why I said that about you breaking, up {wrote a new letter to Eric, This one told him how 
ich she missed him, and that she couldn't wait to 


ouned softly. Her whole iv again. It never even mentioned Jake. 

“Thore," Tiffani suid to herself, fighting buck 

fs she put the letter into her hook bag and walked 

tof Shurkey's. “Atleast now I won't be left alone andl 
enhoarted when Jake breaks up with me!” 


Eric..." 
“Ohhh,” Tiff 
world hid just come apart in front of her eyes! Her 
best friend was atill in love with her boyfriend, and 
ther boyftiend wasn't sure which giel he liked better! 
‘Worst of all, Tifani had w date with Jake that very 
night! How in the world could she ever go through 
with it? 
“Well, I better get back to work,” Tony said. 
“Nice talking to you. Are we still friends?” 
“Sure, Tony.” Tiffani managed to say. “And 
thanks for being honest with me.” 
“Right. Just do me one favor,” Tony begged. 
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ke purked his bike and rang Tiffani's doorbell, 
he waited for her to answer it, he took w deep 
fand thought again about the decision ho'd 

dle that afternoon. 
‘As much us he cared for Jenny, she was far 
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faway now and would be for a tong time. Tiffani wan 
real, and she was here. Besides, he was sure now 
that his feelings for Tiffani were just as deep as hi 
feelings for Jenny had been. 

Jake had made up his mind to tell Tiffin 
Jenny's letter tonight. Tomorrow he would write 1 
Jenny and tell her he wanted to break up with her, 

‘Tiff and Jake was sut~ 
prised atthe pa “Ob, hi, Juke," 
she waid, leading him inside. “Uw 
homework. Give me a coupl 


about 


to get realy, 


the living room coffee table and took 1 
Jake noticed that she 
the eye. 

Well, he thought to himsel 
up to him again once he told her the truth, 

Jake blamed himself now for the rift that had 


dnt one 


yhe she'd warn 


ed up between them. If he had shown hy 


maybe all this weirdness 
‘wouldn't even have happened, But he hadn't had the 
‘courage to risk having Tiffani break up with f 
because her best friend still loved 

Looking down at the coffee table, Jake no 
an open envelope addressed to Eric Everson. 
Tiffani's old. boyfriend, he remembered, Next to the 
envelope was a sheet of stationery, fice dawn. Jake 
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‘the temptation to turn it over and read it. 
But only for: moment. In w matter of seconds, 
Jealousy overcame his sense of decency, und he 


As hie wok in the words, Juke 
ing with anger and hus 


I his fee red= 


love with her old 


yyfriend! No wonder she'd been so distant and 


nk he'd been about to break up with 
nt of her! Well, forget that! Jonny 
Hight be thousands of miles 
lly cared about | 
He quickly turned the lotte 
40 look casual ns Tiffan 

sho said Matly, 
“Me, 100," he respon 
ppt for his hurt andl fury. 


ay, but at least she 


buck over and 


ove story, but Tiff 


n Juke 
at to her, She noticed he didn’t put his 


on the far 


tention was 


‘for snack, 
Idn't eat anything, She kept hinting to 

hin the opportunity to break up with her 

it he never did! He just sort of hinted right back, 


n 
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fas if he was waiting for her to break up with bin POR 
fim! Mood there, looking into Tiffuni's beautiful 

Well, wasn't that just like # guy? Obviously, ‘eyes, and felt the hurt well up in him again. 
Juke didn’t want to see himself as the bad guy. Ho ‘she lead him on like that? 
wanted her to tuke the responsibility instead! Well, fe'd always thought she was such a sincere 
‘she wasn't going to give him the satisfaction. If he "Now here she was, writing love letters to her 
‘wanted to break up with her, he was going to have to jend on the very night she was going out 
‘come out and say #0, shim! 

When he dropped her off at home, he at least Jake knew he should break it off with Tiffani 
walked her to her door Uh-oh, Tiffani thought to her- the got his heart broken. But he just couldn't 
self, Here it comes. himself to do it. 

“Welly” Jake began, tuming to face her. “Goo And why should 1? he asked himself. If she 
night.” to break up with him, she should be the one 

“Good night?” Tiffani repeated, staring wt him ey ot bien! 
blankly. “Well,” he said, after standing there for a full 

“Yeah,” Jake waid. 

“Is that ull you've got to say?" she asked! him. 

Jake looked away from her “thought maybe Standing there, staring into her eyes, Jake felt 
you had something you wanted to toll me,” he sail 9 uncontrollable urge to tke her in his arms 
He looked back at her, searchingly, and naw it was {kiss her, to drown himself in her warmth and her 
“Tiffani who turned away. 1 to forget that anything bad had ever hap- 

*{... no,” she said, shaking her head. between them, 

“Nothing, really.” Why should she tell him about her But he fought off the urge. Tuming, he walked 
Leftover foelings for Eric? Jake was the one who war down her steps to his bike, feeling her gaze on 
really in love with somebody else! IF he was going to Pas he went: 

break her heart, let him go on and do it. She was not ‘Was this the end? he wondered. Was this really 
‘going to do it for him! pend for the two of them? 


” 


‘a5 a horn sounded from the street. She ran to 


‘windaw and looked out. A spanking new BMW 
Wertible was parked in front of her house! Henry 
wed up at her, and Sam waved back, beaming. 

She rushed downstairs’to the door, put her 
id on the knob, and froze. 
“Remember your promise,” she could hear 
voice in her mind. It even had that superior 
Sly always used, “You're still a translator for 


1 blow this. The band és counting 


Sam sighed, trying to quiet her beating heart, 
slowly opened the door. Her smile when she got 
amantha checked herself out in the mireor for ib the cur was a little less free und wide than it hod 

thousandth time. Her midnight blue 
e parfect, she had to admit, expecially Henry revved the motor and they drove off, the 
lar and matching bracelet. fous stereo 


atin at the window, 
minidrens 


Henry sat smiling, bopping 
fs head to the beat, and singing along, nowhere 
froze, realizing the in tun 

She'd meant makeup, Makeup, for He really is funny, Sam though, giggling. Bunny 
why had the word disguise come handsome and incredibly rich. Plus he likes me! 


into her head? not me—he likes the girl he thinks J am 

die as it because she knew she hadn't been hon At least he wasn’t trying to talk with her, she 
eat when she and Henry had met, and because, hav- id to herself. 1t was too loud to talk, between the 
ing made that stupid promise to Sly she wasn't going and the mus ly, though, the tape ended, 


ta be honest with him now, either? is ated i off 
Or was it just because she was already cnzy 
about Henry Lee? ae 
AIL of the above,” she decided, thinking out 


the car?” he aaked her 
ul,” she said, nodding enthusix 


” 
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“My dad rented it for me yesterday,” Henny 
said, “T think he thought I was depressed. He told 
me to go out and have 8 good time.” 
“And are you?” Sam nsket 
“Are you kidding?” he replied. “A e 
nu 'm in heaven!” 


m great 
music, and 
Lyphere are we going?” she asked him 

“Up to Pasadena, 
know a great little place.” 

‘The place wns brand-new and was called 
Okidoki Karaoke, It was clegantly dee 
southwestern motif, with high ceilings, sof igh 
‘ells of pastel stucco, At one ene of the 10 
platform with a wireless microphone on it and 
‘sion monitors all around it. “ 1" Sam said 
trcitedly, “I've never beon to a kuruoke place 
before.” 

“Really? 1 thought you would have been to one 
ack home. They're #0 big over there,” Henry said 

Over a fantastic: dinner of Tex-Mex food, the 
had a great time talking with each other, That is. 
Henry did, talking to Sar, 

"| rew up very sheltered,” he told her. “My 


o said, Wo her surprise. 


ated ino 


rom and dad are very traditional, even with all the 
Chauffeurs and stuff, But I've been working on the 
tid finally they're starting to loosen wp. Don't et me 
wrong. My parents have been very good to me and 
have made sure I've had everything f needed, but 
they also wanted to approve of everything wanted” 
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‘Henry smiled back at her, “I'm here, aren't 12 
States, on a date with a gongeous gitl my pare 
didn't introduce me to. I'm in heaven!” 
‘Although she had never in her life been ina 
Wersation where whe didn't do most of the talking, 
was unchuracteristically quiet as Henry told her 
lubout his family and his wb ngs pres 
‘Sam sat there, transfixed, fascinated by a lot of 
Henry was saying, and grateful that he had so 
omy. 
Bat at last, as with the stereo in the ear, Henry 
to run out of words. “So, 
adeep breat 
thun you eve 
‘me about 


aun,” he said, take 
told you all about myself— 
ied to know, probably. Now 


nse," Henry insisted, “Don't give me 
lntor for a big music magazine, a Hong. 
nger in California, a great-looking girl with a 
wutiful soul.” He looked 


fay. His eyes were 60 


“Oh, Henry,” she breathed. “How do you know 
my soul is like? You hardly know me.” 

1 know you well enough,” he shot buck, 
Ing forward, he kissed her lightly on the lips. 
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She sat there, poised on the edge of her seat, hr 
‘eyes closed, and felt his lips eatess hers. 

But he dida't know her all! Sam realized 
with a pang, of guilt. She was a complete fa 
tion, # fantasy! If he knew she was a high school 
exchange student wl 
sell her eock bial 
think sh 


“Is something the ma 


Iying to hint so she cou 
his rich father, w Ihe still 


ching, 


2 asked 


hor eyes. 


hurriedly. “OF course nt 


‘What could 

Henry gave 
dered if she'd overreacted. Then he 
finger and, getting, Iked over to 
tooth next to the platform, He turned and s 
‘onto the plutforn and grabbed the mikes Su 


Sam heard taped music playing over the sound 


guy in 
sppesl 


lenly 


system. 


In th 
loop «.. 2 Henry sang, as the lyries sere 
the TV monitors. 

‘Oh, no! Sam thought to herself, Sh 
Delieve it. Henry was singing “River of Dre 
wally off-key, to her, He was looking straight at 


nile of the night, F go walking in my 


gesturing wildly with one bund while the other helt 


the mike. 
‘Sam buried her head in bi 
‘out laughing #0 hard that, by the end of the song, she 


hanes and burst 
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jin tears. “Oh, my face!” she 
i 1" she moaned as sh 
the mascara off her cheeks, 
Henry marched proudly back to the table. 
looking at her expectantly, “What did 


“Oh, Henry, you brought me to tears!” 

p , you brought me to tears! 
‘aid, being truthful for once, py 
"You mean it?” he asked. “I've been trying to 
Pex old man to get me with a band once he 
tiys Sun Coast Records. He say’ I haven’ 

talent, but I'm go intone es 
“You have w lot of courage,” Sam told hi 

courage,” Sam told him. 

Tot more than I ha ly. mee 


aking her hand fienily in 
derful, beautiful giel I've ever 
ty, and your kindness, too. 


“You said you 
forme. Go on!” 
“Oh, Henry I 


ing something, 


re shy! I'm sure you're 
‘They've got a million 


Sam looked at him hopelessly, helplessly. She 
ymore, Not for one more second. 
she said, her lower lip trembling as she 
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packed away, not toward the platform, but joward the 


Moor ofthe reauaurant, “Te sorg Ini net the 
gl you think I am!’ 


“Sam, wait!” she heard him shout after = 
‘The words echoe! in her ears as she ran out inte We 
street, sobbing, and they kept on echoing as 6 
raced down the sidewalk 


“Wan [brilliant or what?” Sly said to Matt as they 
inthe Garrisons’ kitchen, splitting spitz. 
> eet ‘were brilliant, Sly.” Matt droned, rolling, 
his eyes. 
No, wer r 
slice before biting into 
Bel Claire Hotel and bri 
translator! I’m telling you 
much, he just caved it 
music showcase next Saturday 
“Great,” Matt said, voxiding. 
P ness exec 
Ff middle-aged foreign business « 
svoutda’t know real rock if trolled right aver th 
“Matt, Matt,” Sly protested, holding out his 
‘arms. “You're underestimating me. I'm alles you, 
when Mr, Lee hears you guys plays Nl e096: 
ize how good you are and will si 


Tike that” ; 
rede tried to snap his fingers, but they were to 


jemplati 


ly, Matt,” Sky said, 


“Getting over there to the 
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‘and no sound came, He tried again, with the 
result. “Look, Matt, the guy knows nothing 
it music.” 
“Oh,” said Matt. “Then he's bound to tke us,” 
“That's not what meant,” Sly said. “I meant 
Knows nothing about the music scene. He doesn't 
iknow you're just a bunch of kids frpm Pacific Coast 
igh. He thinks you're the hottest band on the whole 
st Const!” 
“And he's not going to take the time to cheok it 
t before he signs us?” Matt usked doubtful 
“Rotax,” Sly ly. “He's got it 
ght from Music Express. The Dreams are ws good 
signed.” 
Matt looked as though he wanted to say some- 
ling elie, but fortunately the phone rang, sparing 
IY the necessity of yet 


friend's thick head. Matt picked up the receiver and 
lello. Oh, hi, Sam!” 

nt” Sly said, clapping his hands together 
1's right, I forgot, She's out with the guy's son 
10 Matt, who was listening to 

an’ voice with a durkening expression ot his fac 
“Uh-huh... ubshub .., ." he was saying. “T 
id Sly made you promise what? And you 
there and give you a lift buck?” 
ive me that phone,” Sly said, grabbing for it, 
fut Matt tured his hody so Sly couldn't reach it. Sly 
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. work is work, you know .-." Sly began, 
ee lopped him, “What?” he asked. 


“What did T say? 

“Don't bother, Sly," Sim said. “I already told 
Henry everything.” 

Mupverything?” Sly repeated, aghast, 


“Everything ws in everything?” 
TTeverhing” Sam affirmed. “And he 
stands.” , 
“He docs?” Sly asked i 
do?” he asked Henry. . 
: “Uh-huh,” Henry said, offering his hand, 
should have told the truth, of course, But it doesn't 
matter to me, What matters is that Sam's a great 
irk—she’s gorgeous, she's got a good heart, and on 
top of itll, she’s fabuilous singers. Why, she just got 
up and sang ‘A Whole New World” to me, and wus 
she ever fantastic! Everybod 
gave her a standing ovati . 
kidding me, right?” Sly as 


redulously. “You 


Nace got up and 


a karnoke plac 
“No, he ian't!” Sam interjected, “You think 
only know rock ‘a’ roll, Sly? Coma on, dude, I'm 
Pm into all kinds 
‘You should have heard her, Mr. Manager, 
beaming, “T can't wait to hear the 


Dreams in metic 
“Yeah, great,” Sly agreed. “But whut about 
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father? Can you talk to him? Sort of prepare 
for the fact that, well, hat..." 
“That you put one over on him?” Henry fine 
ied for him. “Gee, I don't know haw he's going to 
‘about that. Maybe it 
i tell hi 
*No!” Sly shouted, holding out two restraining 
lands. “Let's not do anything hasty here. | mean, 
tle 


beat if we just go to him 
n the whole truth right away.’ 


know,” Sam suid. “I think Henry's 
ight. The sooner we come clean, the better. Me. Lee 


ah,” Sly said with a biter laugh. “Right, 
ten, you two, I've got to think of good plan here, 
it I'm going ton 


time. Meanwhile, 
omise me you won't do anyth 


Trust me," Sly begged her, “Everything's 
ing to work out fine. 1 ean feel w plan coming on 
rend.” 


He stood up and started backing away from 
m toward the door. “Gotta run, kida. Have a great 
H, you two. Isn't Pasadena romantic?” 


Buck car, driving toward home, Sly 


45 . 
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reflected on his latest secret plan. There was only 


showease and hi 
Dreams really were! 


iffani sat in her room and stared at the wallpae 
per Things were awful. Awful! Jenny was in love 
With Jake, Juke was in love with Jenny, and Erie 


e time he got back, Tiffani would be « whole year 

ler, not 1o mention that shb'd be long dead of lone 
os by then, 

When the phone rang, it was almost like some 

ly throwing her a lifeline. A human voice to talk 


“Hella, Tiffani?” 

“Eriol!” Tiffani could not have been more sure 

dl. Sure, he had written to her, and now she had 
tlen buck to him. But the sound of his familiar 


B 


in her ear made her blood pressure spike in a 
She could feel her heart trying to leap right 
‘out of her body. 
{got your letter” Eric said, the warmth in his 
le. 


You did?” It was strange, but Tiffani's reae- 
on, straight from her gut, was that she was sorry 
‘she'd went the fetter It wasn’t the one she'd really 
‘wanted to send. 
Yes, and guess what?” Eric want on. “We're 
playing in La Jolla next Saturday afternoon and then 
“driving up to L.A. to catch a plane to ‘Seattle. could 
ciually get to sve you for a few houry Saturday 
‘evening before our plane Leaves!” 

Wow!" Tiffani said. Seeing Eric sounded fan- 
fo, but something in the pit of her stomach was 
ng her that this might not be such great idea. 

On the one hand, iC they hai! a supor tine together 
‘and it felt like their feelings for each ‘other were still 
the same, she would feel lonelier than ever when he 
Went away agit 

‘On the other hand, if she found she really did 

ike Jake more than she did Eric, t was going 10 he 
pur torture. Tiffani knew she could go on wecing 

Jako, Not when it meant breaking Jenny's heart an 

“etraying her trust, Besides, Jake still seemed to be 

in love with Jenny—even though he did't have the 
gus to tell Tiffani. 


aldn’t have to leave for the airport till ten.” 
heurt sank as she listened to Eric's 
was telling her it was Jake 


But after all, Eric was only asking to see her for 
hours. She ought to be able to handle that, 


Blast O1 tour was going on for another 
months, A lot could happen in that time, Tiffani 
i herself, Jake and Jenny might break up for good, 


ing! 
“So does that sound okay?" Eric asked), having, 


ur place?” 
ffani felt herself hesitating f 
nt—indetectable to Erie, eee 
id, “Sure, Erie, I'll see you then! 
She tried to sound enthusiastic, but as she 
“ athe cowie seeing him more than she 
“Again, the phone rang. Maybe i 
i uybe it was Eric. 
e he'd figured out the times wrong and eli 
ble to see her afterall! 
She picked up the phone and said, “Hello?” 
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“TIM Sly here, Guess what? No, don't guess, 
Tl tell you. Your ever-fuithful, ever-enterprisin 
manager has got the Dreams a big gig!” 

“Sly, that’s fantastic!” Tiffani said 
best news I've heard all day, Congratulations. How 
much do we get?” 
there's no money,” Sly said quickly, “but 
e good at this gig next Saturda 
ndred p 


don't worry—if we’ 
night, we are almost one 
golting # recording contract with Sun 


past 
Records!” 

“You're kiddin, 
‘Wow, Sly, Um really impresse 

“Wait til y 
package together,” Sly told her “Look, I gotta 
the phone and call the others. News this big rust be 
share 


details of how I pi 


hear 1 


‘Okay, bye. And congratulations agai 
Boy, whut 4 coup!” Tiffani hung up and we 
the wall to mark the gig on her calenda 
Saturday .. «next Sat 


which was otherwise empty for the rest of the 
‘There it was, no mistake about it, The Drear 
{gig wax for next Saturday night—the same night she 


‘was supposed to go out with verwo 
‘Tiffani tay awake: that night, totally unable tw 
sleep. Her thoughts and worries paraded in front of 
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“open eyes and played in Technicolor on the dark 
ng. 
Tt was Jake she cared about more, she was sune 
that. A new scenario began to play itself out in her 
ind. She would tell Eric, when she saw him, that 
ie was brea him, And she wouldn't go 
DUE with Jake, cither, even if he asked her to, Not 
ile Jenny was'st Jove with him, 
If it meant she was on her own 
could 


be it, Maybe 


e.4 lie, but she couldn't, Not i 


lass, trying for the fourth time to 
rk out the trig problem on the board. E 
inmed on the desk, and before he knew: 
Ipping out a juzz riff, 
“Me, Wicks!" Mrs, Goldfarh shoute 
are related, but please do not have w 
cuntion during our pop quiz.” 


a amuaned, Math just 
He did more thin enough of it figur= 
I out the customers’ checks at Shurkey’s. 

When the bell rang, Tony scribbled in what he 
oped was the answer, handed in his paper, and then 
ded out into the hall. “Lunchtime!” he crowed. 

On the cafeteria tine, he found himself right 
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ehind Tiffani, who was practically slumped over har 
ty, “You okay, TH?” he asked her “You don't look 


“Oh, hi, Tony,” she aaid “I’m just tiers 
didn't get much sleep last night.” 

AT hear you," Tony said. “Hey, how ‘bout Sly 
geting un that gig? Is that fresh, or what? 

“Really.” Tiffani agreed, trying (0 8 

“Hey, how's it going with you and Jal 
‘ventured. 

Tiffani choked back sob. “ 
squeaked. 

Hey, baby!” Tony said, euddenty concerned 
What's up, huh? You can tell ol” 
aver to this table, We can get our food when the 
crowd eases up 

He led her over to the 
into adjoining 

“Pye got torrible 
y's stil in ave with Jake, so T have to 
im, even though 1 don't want to, 
her. And aw if that 
16 back—on 


break up with 
Besides, Jake's 
isn't bad eno 
the night of our big gi! 

“Whoa,” Tony said. “Maybe y 
down and lay this on me one thing ata tine. 

But Tiffani was already going on, in a world of 
hor own, “I don't want Jake and Eric to un into each 
other,” she said, “So T've decided yoing to break 


slow 


Don't Fong te Write 


th him that night. { only hope it doesn't spoil 
‘atmosphere and blow the Dreams’ big chance.” 
Tony was confused. “I understand why you've 
to break up with the dude,” he said, “But why that 
1? T mean, we've got « big gig, like you said your- 
if Why take a chance on messing everything up?” 
“Do you think want to?” Tiffani shot back. “T 
2 no choice, cant you see? I's pot to be then! 
' the only possible time! 
Tony still didn't see why Tiffani had to break 
With Jake on the night of their gig, hut he let it go. 
ily, Tiffani was too upset right now for Tony to 
fo talk her out of it. Maybe he'd try again later, 
d dows 
Lot's get some lunch.” 
line, which hud gotten 
each in his oF her own 


k of her blond head of 
going to dun 


's going to stick around? He's famous! He 
places to go—and ladies to get to know, Tiffani 
Id be making the biggest mistake of her life! 


|: Chapter 10 


ake paced in his bedroom, brushing his straight 
thi 


Dear Jenny, 

[foal like » crumb, but I have to tell yow the 
truth, After you left, | was lonely and down, and 
tho other guys in the band were really great fo 


spactally Ttfani—you know how sympe- 
thetie she can be, 
‘Anyway, sho end | started hanging out 
tagethar, and, wall it ost sort of happened. 
What I'm trying te say 1s, Tfanl and | are 
going ct, | really care about her, bet | foal 
‘bad, alse, Becouse rumor one, Tiffal’s your 
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best friend. Nambar two, | sill have fostings 
tor you, avon thoogh | know you are going to be 
gona for a lang time, And sumber threo, | 
should have told you about ma and Tiffani ex 
‘soon ss it happenod. 1 guess I've boa pretty 
tenfsir to you, bet | hope you'll focgiva me or at 
Teast you won't hate ma. I'll understand, thoagh, 
Htyee do. 

Just do me one favor—don't ama Tiffeni, 
Sha dida't try to get mo te fall for bec, end she 
actualy dide't fall for mo om parpese. It jest 
apposed, It was ona of these things, 

1 hope wa can all still be friends, | know thet 
sends stepid, but | mean it, Weite to me if you 
sront. 14 lika it Uf poe dd. Have 4 greet year 

Love, Jako, 


id. He wished he were 

1 got his thoughts 

paper the way he wanted them 

put them to music 

But he had made up 

‘Hot, he was going to mail 

leserved to know the trutl 
ound up hating him, E 


Fake sighed and shook his 


od writer or 
letter to Jenny, She 
meant she 
he had no 


that Tiffani was still in love with her 
Erie. Jake knew what he was up 
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against, He figured that probably the only reaso 
Tiffani hadn't broken up with him already wan 
Drecmuse he felt too sorry for him and didn’t want to 
hurt his feelings. 

But Jake also knew that Eric Everson was out 
of town, fir away, just like Jenny. And that had to 
work in his favor, Sooner or later Tiffani would get 
Jonely for companionship and look for someone else. 
With any luck, that someone would be Juke. And 
he'd make sure that if Tiffani gave him a second 
chance, he would make her forget all about Eri 
Eyervon. 

Jake folded up the letter and tucked it into the 
inside pocket of his leather jacket, He went outside 
‘and revved up his bike, Suddenly he felt restless. He 
needed to blow off the stress of writing to Jenny. F 
needed to feel the wind in his face, He needed 
stuff himself with fast food. 

‘Ten minutes later, he pulled up in front of 
Sharkey's. He hadn't realized it, but with all the time 
he'd spent writing that letter, he'd forgotten to eat 
lunch. It was now three o'clock on Sunday afternoon, 
and Jake was in danger of starving to death if he 
didn't pack in a sharkburger and a mussive order of 
‘emergency fries. 

‘As luck would have it, Tony was pulling the 
afternoon shift. "Hey, Wicks!” Juke culled out 10h 
tus he took a seat at the bar, “How late you workin 
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© got practice at six tonight—big gig next 
“5 

“Yeah, mun, 1 know," Tony said, giving Jake 
five. “I'l be there. What can T get you, dude?” 

Jake ordered, and! when Tony went into 
onder, Jake again pulled out 

He needed somebody elée to read 

e letter. Maybe Tony could make it sound better 


‘Tony said, 
"dl you tell her? 


4” Jake said, tossing it over the 
punter to Tony, “Tell me what you think.” 
‘Tony road it, quickly at Fru 


mentary. 
know... Juke, 


Tony could have had, none 
Id have surprised or upset Jake more, “What?” 
demanded. “Is it that bad? Do I sound like w total 
2 What is it?” 
“Oh, mo, ma 


i's nothing like that,” Tony 
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‘Tony said. “L vean, F woulda’ go breakin’ off with 
Jenny, if you ented my dif.” 

Sake’s eyes narrowed! as the Full impact of what 
‘ony was saying penetrated i skull. “Tomy” he sae 
slowly, “do yout know something I don't?” 

“Me? Tiny asked innocently. 

sty ny buddy.” Jake said, grabbing Tony by 

tahirt “Is there something you've been meaning 
to tell me?” 

‘Mg there—oh, yeah!” Tony said, nodding 
quickly now. “Jake, man, theres xomething ve boon 
‘meaning to tell you!” 

Jake lot go of him, took the letter Back, ant yt 
{tin his pooket. "What is it?” he asked 

Mh, well, L saw Tiffani in the eafeterin the 
sth day?” 

*Manan-hmn, An 

“And, welly she told me Erie Everson's coming 
thaok to town next week.” 

Juke felt as if a hammer bad hit hin sight in 
the stomach, “Oh.” 

“And that's not all,” Tony went on. “You might 
rs well know now, since you're gonna know pretty 
got anid at mney okay? Mm only 


Jake snid, curling his upper Hip in 

frustration, “What?” 
“ghe's gonna break up with yous” Tony sail 
weakly, “Saturday night atthe ig, She tod me, Fn 
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ry, Jake,” Tony said, backing away and heading 
Hihe kitchen. “Hey, you still want your food? T ean 


it if you're not hungry.” 
“Yeah,” Jake said, his voice almost a whisper 
took the letter out of his pocket and ripped it to 
.. "Cancel il.” 


the Dreams played through “Don't 
et to Write.” It was all he could do not to wince 
nd cover his curs. What in the world wat 


d hnir day, or had they lost i? 


'No, thought Sly. Not possible. He remembered 
n he had doubted hin own genius, Had that only 
It fell like years. Surely the 
‘magic in time for the 
e. They'd better, he told himself, or every- 
he'd done would huve been for nothing. 
During a break, he called ‘Tony aside, making 
to give the other band members his bigges 
le, and w hig OKAY sign. “You guys 
d like dog food,” he told Tony in a low voiee, 
's wrong?” 
“Man,” said Tony, shaking his head. “L hear 


u, Sylvester. But what do you expect?” 


“What do you mean, what do I expect?” Sly 
too lull, Realising his mistake, he returned 
whisper. “I expect total brilliance, that’s what 1 
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expect. What am 1 managing here, anyway? A 
‘of dweebs who couldn't care less that their big by 
is staring them right in the face?” 
W's not that,” Tony assured him, “We all ea 
But can't you see what's going dawn? 
notice that Tiff and Jake can barely look at eai 
catler while they're playing?” 
“did see that,” Sly suid, nodding in 
ment, "What are they, mooning over each other?” 
“No, man,” Tony told him, “Jake's in lovee wil 
but Tiffani’s old boyfriend is coming 
fand she’s going to break up with Jake on the night 
‘our gig, and he already knows about it, wo—" 
“Stop, okay, I got the picture,” Sly said, his 
tightening in annoyance, “These people with Ut 
permonal lives! All right, I ean see that Pot going. 
fave to atep in here and set thingy right.” 
“Huh? 1 don’t get you, Sly,” Tony said, 
at him warily. “What are you gona pull?” 
“Don't worry, Tany, my man,” Sly assured 
a smile dawning on his face, “Uncle Sly’s going 
lake care of everything.” 


The next weok went by in « fog:for Tiffani. 
trudged from clus to class, her mind a blur of 
fused thoughts. She did her homework somehow | 
hand writing down answers independently 
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hnrain, English ... history... biology ... Jake... 
Spanish ... Erie... Jake . 

Every once in a while, it would flash in her 
‘wind that Saturday night was the big gig, and pani 
‘would rise up inside her. Eric arriving in the hall and 
sweeping her into his arms... How was she going to 
Inreak it to him? 

And thet Jake! Having broken it off with Eric, 
she was going to somehow have to tum around and 
toll Jake that she couldn't see him anymore. Not that 
the would care, He was 80 in love with Jenny. 

‘Tiffani came home from school that Friday and 
reached into her mailbox, the same way she did 
every day. She always brought the pile inside and 
“rapped it on the table, where her dad would find it 
when he got hore from work. 

But today she saw, hidden between the catne 
Jogues and the sweepstakes notices, an overseas aire 
suil envelope. It was from Jenny!! 

‘Tiffani could not have been more stunned, Up 
Jill now, Jenny had only sent her posteunds, Suddenly 
‘Tiffani was scared to open the envelope. What if 
Jonny had found out about Tiffani und Jake? Was she 
siting to tell Tilfani their friendship was history? 

Gathering her courage, Tiffani opened the 
uvelope, sat down in a kitchen chair, and began to 
rou! the letters 

“Dear, dear, dear Tifani,” it began. Was Jenny 
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being sarcastic? Tiffani wondered. It wouldn't hay 
surprised her, Jenny did have a humongous sarcastic 
streak. 

Ve iw tty | hs wl te gos beh Uh, 
de wt Yor capris os, Als, mg ft” 
senth ees oat etna bi a Gal da on he 
oti de, U's th ly Aton hee Ad foo 
ils, Wal billed mes (eon sos belive 2), 

Aga, that period of my tie 4 orm —and 
‘tagcat! 1 no lat mich 0b home hes 01 
| did tw Redonde Booch. 


‘Tiffani stared wt the piece of paper. It was almost i 
it had been written by an alien! Oh, Tiffani re 
nized Jenny’s style, all right, But there was some 
thing different about the writer, as if Jenny i 
‘changed into someone Tiffani hardly knew! 

“And here's the reason why,” the letter 
on. “His name is Armando, Yes, Tiffani, I have fi 
truly, deeply, mudly in love! Far the first time in 
life, 1am experiencing a great romance!” 

‘Tiffani could not believe what she was 
Jenny was in love with somebody else! What 
happened to all her feelings for Jake? 

Jenny continued, 

1 bao thts the pat; Uv gon Though it 
of Rotates aad ppg loves, Ror Jals—I hope 

‘be wom be tor hantbaken. | hare bees able te 
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mule op he eowcage 9 Te wlohe abo 
ole lapped." 
“Poor Jake ix right!” Tiffani said out loud, Unless 
‘Tiffani missed hor guess, he was going to be crushed. 


Arowande and. | have bem spending 0 lt of te 
Tagen, plo te eo, hs eli, ond 
ach olen heal, 1 dean com th foe me 
He's sniltre, hanna brill 
plagee. He's tithodacel ms te the world of pare, 


Ob, Tiffani, 1'm totally gonad 
1 bape go Splint ht bn gn oa tha? 

the Dram doe mkt mt Tow mach. | wt go 

ck tn voy Th goon, ed, abr all, |e 

ge lore, 
“Tiffani sat there for w long time, finally realising that 
she wasn't breathing. 

‘This was incredible. This changed everything. 
Jenny was in love. And although Jake didn’t know it 
yet, he was free! 


would he come back to Tiffani and try to patch things 
up with her? 
And how was he even going to find out about 
it? What if Jenny never bothered to write and tell 
im? Should ‘Tiffani break the news to him herself? 
Could she? After all, Jenny was still her best friend, 
Jenny wanted Jake to know, she would write him. 


At least Tiffani was sure of her own feelings, 
she thought gratefully, Juke was the guy for her, not 
Eri was always far away, touring. Jake wus 
‘hore, with her, in school, in the Dreams, But how wa 
‘Tiffani supposed to make things right again between 
{ffani put down the letter and stared out the win- them? 
} dow. The street looked the same, The afteroon ony 


m till shining, just like always, But now 
TANG bl ch baie On Friday after school, Sly decided he hud to haye w 


ook at the hall where the Dreams were going 10 be 
playing the following day. Sometimes there were 
things that needed to be arranged. 
ble. Tony had told hee about Jenny ‘The truth was, Sly wis more that w litle wore 
‘tee to Jake, ahout how much Jenny siill cared fo |. With Tiffani and Jake both feeling like « truck 
him, and about Jake's confusion and guilt, Imad hit them, would the band have the supercharged 


But Jenny in love with someone else. energy it would need to impress a man like Me Lee? 
ipccarheaae Sly drove to the Redondo Beach Civic Center 


thet Jenny hadn't even written to him about it yet! tw parked in the underground parking lot. The gig 
‘What was Jake going to say when he found out! was going to be held on the main stage, so Sly made 

she wondered. Would he be so hearthroken that he'd hin way there. Everywhere he looked, there were tech 

just withdraw from everyone and everything? 0 icians vetting up the lights and ‘getting ready for the 
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| check. Sly felt w litte weir among, all the 
‘They were probably all looking 


The main theater was immense, large enough to 
‘seat five hundred or more people. It looked even bi 
gor because it was mostly empty, except for the erew, 

and — 
“Sam! What are you doing here?” Sly called: 
‘out, hurrying over to her. Henry Lice was with her, his 
farm around her shoulders, ‘They both seemed to b 
ina terrific mood, 
“Oh, his Sly," Sum answered. "Henry wanted to 
‘show me where we'd be perf 


‘it will he totally full of people, do you think they'll 
‘dunce or are they just going to sit there, that would 
‘bon drug, don't you think? 1 mean—" 
Sam!” Sly said, stopping her in midsentenc 
“The answers ure yes, yes, no, yes, and the question: 
ing period is over, okay?” 
“Oh, okay,” Sam suid. “Did ask w question? 
“Listén,” Sly said quickly. “Just eheoking—ng 
that I don’t trust you—but you haven't by any et 
blown ourcover with Mr. Lee, have you?” 
Sly!" Sam shot back. “OF course not. We gam 
‘you our won. Didn't we, Henry?” 
“We sure did,” Henry acknowledged. “Only 
“Only I found out for myself, Mi: Winkle!” 1 


voice was Mr Lee's, and it came from just | 
Sly’s left ear 
‘Turing slowly, Sly's face tight, as if he 
ed Lightning to strike him any second, he looked | we 
the hard, unsmniling face of Mr: Lee. 
“Me Winkle” aad! the Hong Kong billionaire, 
“Lfind that you haven't been entirely frank with me,” 
“Uhy no,” Sly breathed. “1, uhy 1 guess 1 
haven't, But Lean explain! You see—" ~ 
“L nee perfectly,” Mr. Loe said, indicating 


Express. 
“Mr Hirsch « «. of Musio Express... maga: 
maga . .. how do you da?” Sly stammered, offering: 


“You see, Me. Winkle,” Mr. Lee said “Tam a 
usinessnan, I let nothing go unchecked.” 

“Nothing?” Sly repeated. 

“Nothing,” Mr. Lee reaffirmed, “In fuot, 1 
checked up on these so-called California Dreams of 
yours, I could not find anything about them. 1 
thought at first that California Dreams was a figment 
of your overactive imagination, Me, Winkle. But my 
son, Henry, here was kind enough to set me 
straight.” 

“You—" Sly gasped, tuming to Henry. “But | 
Uhought you said... 2” 

“That 1 didn’t give your secret away?” | 
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finished for him. “I didn't! But when Pop told me 
he'd already unmasked you and asked what I knew 
bout California Dreams, I had to tell himt™ 

“Don't worry, Sly." Sam broke in. “I's all 
‘worked out fine!" 

“Worked out fine?” Sly echoed. “Sam, what are 
you talking about? I's a total disaster!” 

“No, Mr Winkle,” Mr, Lee said, his hard stare 
softening into w twinkling-eyed smile, “You wee, it #0 
happens that my son is very much impressed 
‘your translator, Ms, Woo, Hee has informed me that she 
isu wonderful singer, who sings for California Dreams. 
He tella me I must give them a hearing, that Vary wre 
to be impressed, So, for my son's sake, 1 agreed to go 
con with the engagement for tomorrow night.” 

“You—you did?” Sly usked, blinking rapidly. 
ley, thanks, Henry!” he added, 
pumping Henry's hand. “Good old Henry, my true 


friend! If there's anything I ean ever do for you, pal, 
you just name it, okay? You ean count on old Sly 
Winkle.” 


[ can?” Henry asked, his eyebrows arching. 
“Really?” 

“Anything, pal," Sly assured him, “You just 
aioe it.” 

“Grout!” said Henry excitedly, “In that ense, 
Ta like to sing a number with the Dreams tomorrow 
night!” 

*You—you what!?” 


ue 
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“My son, Henry, loves musie so much, he tells 
it? Mr Lee said. “I 


man right away, but he says no, he wants to 
jimself first. I think he's erazy, Musie is no kind 


‘Suddenly Mr: Lee's expression darkened. “If 
print that about my son,” fe turned with  wam= 
finger to the real reporter, “you'll never get 

lor interview with me again.” 

Mr. Lee returned his beaming gaze to Sly. 
ey say in Hong Kong that I'm tough an the 

7 he aid with w chuckle, ax the reporter awa 

hard, “Anyway, you let my son sing one num 
with you tomorrow aight, whatever number he 
ts. Then maybe 1 sign your hand to « contract 

Thuy Sun Coast Records.” 

He gave Sly # knowing grin and then tumed 


way, beckoning forthe reporter to come with i 


Sly stared after them, wtunned. OF all the dirty 
icka! Mr, Loe was trying to make x laughingstock 
‘of him, and out of California Dreams! 
“Hey, Henry, old buddy,” Sly said, feeling a lit- 
sick to his stomach but trying, to grin and beur it 
fod’s your voice?” 
Henry shrugged happily and turned to Sam. 
1 would you say, Samantha? How good’s my 
” 
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Sam smiled, a smile that stopped before it ever 
got near her eyes. “Weeell..-” 

“Oh, bother,” Sly muttered 

“He's... ulthh ... why don't you sing a few 
‘hare of something for Sly, Henry?” Sam asked. 

“Sure!” Henry said, He reared back anil 

launched fall fores into “River of Dreams.” 
Oh, help.” Sly felt faint suddenly, “Henry...” 
“tn the middle of the night, 1 go walking in my 
“Henry!” Sly shouted, massaging his temples. 
sfc. that was juat ... ahbh, surprising! Totally 
unexpected!" 

“Really? You think so?” Henry asked, his eyen 
aiglear, 

Is that the song you want 10 sing with us 
tomorrow night?” Sly ventured, praying it wasnt so, 

“Well, since you like it so much ..« "Henry 
‘began. 

“Maybe you should try some others on for 
sino?” Sly suggested, exchanging an anxious glance 
with Samantha, 

Henry nodded, and commenced to croak out 
“One More Night,” “What I Like about You,” and “IF 
1 Ever Lose My Faith in You,” one after the other. 

Sly stood there, suffering through it, rubbing 
his temples and the bridge of his nose, interjecting 
‘an occasional “Interesting” or “Very well done there, 


sleep 
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Henry,” and wondering how in the world he'd gotten 
‘Into this mess, 

No doubt about it, he thought, It was a olassic 
‘cane of “Out of the frying pan and into the fire.” And 
‘with only twenty-four hours to go until their gig, Sly 
Winkle was very definitely feeling the heat. 


Friday night had come and gone, and Eric still hada’ 
called her Tiffani woke up on Saturday morning at 
nine and counted the hours as noon approached. 
Still no word from 

‘Tiffani had decided that it still wasn’t too Late 
to get out of this mess. When Erie called, ahe would 
tell him the whole truth, right on the phone. She 
‘would put it gently, yet clearly. They'd have to break 
up; thero was just no other way. She couldn't have 
hhim show up at the Dreams’ big gig and meet Jake 
face-to-face. Then there would be no graceful way 
out. None at 

But why hadn't he called? They hadn't spoken 
for almost a week, and when they'd hung up that time, 
he'd just said he'd pick her up at her house at six-hir= 
ty. But she had to be at the eivie center by then! 

She'd meant (o call him all week, but every 
time she'd actually tried, be hadn't been reachable, 
He'd been in transit, doing an interview, or at a spe 
cial charity dinner, 


m 


She should have left messages, she realized 

‘now. She could have done that, and he would have 
probaly called her back, But she'd always figured 
he'd call her hefore now, anyway, to confirm their 
date. 

Now here it was noon on Saturday, and she had 
‘no iden how to reach him! He was going to show up 
‘on her doorstep at six-thirty, and she wasn't going to 
he there. She'd huve to leave him » note, of course. 
‘She couldn't have him thinking she'd stood him up. 

‘So what was the note going to say? Wao it going 
to be a “Dear John” letter? No. Tiffani couldn't bring 
herself to break up with Eric that way. It was too 
impersonal, and she cared about him too much as a 
friend to treat him like that. 

Oh, sure, she'd written him that letter telling 
‘him about Juke, and she'd have sent it, too, if Tony 
hhado't warned her not to, But that was before she and 
Eric had talked an the phone—before they'd mace 
plans 10 see each other tonight! 
© So what was she going to tell him in 
‘That she and the Dreams had gotten 
night, and that she had to go and play? Then why 
hadn't she gotten in touch with him sooner? he would 
woncler, And he'd be right. Tiffani couldn't really say 
why she hadn't left any messages. She guessed she'd 
just panicked at the time. Somehow she had to 
explain that in a note, 
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‘Should the note simply give him the address of 
civic center and tell him to mect her there? Yeah, 
that would be great, Tiffani thought. She could 
see Erie showing up there in the middle of her 
Jo. There would go the gig, right up in smoke, as 
played! a bunch of sour notes. 

‘There was no good way out, Tiffani realized, 

ul she had only herself to blame. 

Right then the phone rang. It had to be him! 
Breathless, Tilfani yanked the reveiver to her ear. 

“Hello?” she said, 

“TUT?” Yes! It was Erie! “Good to hear your 
voice!" 

“Oh, Eric, Lam so glad you called,” Tiffani 
aid, “You have no idea how glad!” 

“Well, I feel the same way, babe,” he said 
warmly, “Listen, ve got our evening all planned. 
Reservations for two at La Plage, right on the water 
in Marina del Rey—and then dancing at The 
Malou, 

“Oh, Eric, it sounds so fabulous,” Tiffani 
groaned. “But [ have to tell you something.” 

“Uh-oh,” Eric suid. “Sounds serious.” 

“Well, kind of,” Tiffani hedged, “See, after 1 
spoke with you lst time, the Dreams landed this ig 

ight. U have to be at the civie center at ix 


that all?” Erie interrupted her, “No prob- 
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Jem, Tiffani. I'd love to come hear you guys play! 
You and [ean go out afterward. Tl just eancet these 


A muffled voice 


THT, ve gotta got off the “4 =<" = 
“Erie, wait!” Tiffani cried. But it was too late, = —— — 
He'd already hung up! , 7 


In her wildest dre 


eanjureal up worse ni 
their big gig tonight! 

Everything was going to be on the line at 
once—her relati er future with 
Jake, and the Dr 
showdown was abo 
way out now. 


ing 10 


“l 


iffani, we've got a big problem!" Sly 
anno he saw her enter the main 

theater of the eivie wenter that night. The old-fash- 
ack on the wall said six o'elock, 

“You're telling me we've got a big problem?" 
‘Tiffani replied. 
both of them stopped whut they were 
xl to each other and suid, in unison, 
—so you ulreudy kno 
“Know what?” asked Tiffa 
Henry Lee, the 
moaned, “What else?” 

“Nothing,” Tiffani said, brushing him off. She 
already hud enough explaining abead of her for one 
\ without getting Sly involved, He'd find out for 
himself soon enough, anyway. “What about Henry?” 
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Sly sighed in exasperation, “T thought you said 
you alreatly knew. He's 
usa sol 
“Really? Way 
with her She hud bigger things 
“What do you mean, way’ cool! 
The gay ¢ 
of my 
And as if that wasn 
“Achy Breaky Heart 
Oh, great! 1 lover hat song!” TH 
She'd only been half listenin 
that song, It was « 
was she. 
“Ugh. I should've known 
that,” Sly saidl disgust 
hand at her and watked off to sew ti the Last 


cing wo sing, a number with 


It was okay 

irl. 

Sly wailed, 
2 gears 

tow fast! 


n't sing a note! He sounds like th 
Ishi 
bad 


tut she: really 


she suppose, 50 


waved un annoyes! 


vo a wong like 


nutes 


sntion to the stage, whens 
Jy setting up. Both guys 
utfits, Tony war in su 
wl Mutt wore a feat 
Tani herwell 
dress with about a 


Matt and 
wore dressed! in really cool 
shorts and a torn Toshirt, 
fringed vest and black jeans, 
wearing a go 
dozen bracelets, all on her right forearm, 

Af only she felt us good as they all looked, ol 
thought with a 2 are Sam and Jake! 
‘Tiffani asked the 
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to get him ready for his big singing debut,” Matt 
said. “Apparently, there's some problem.” 

“Yeah, d sympatheti- 
y “But it's okay with me, as long as we get 
4 contract out of i. 

haven't heard the dude sing.” Tony 
fl Look. 
‘Tiffani said, 
Matt had to agree 
‘Tiffani asked, trying to 
yet?” 
ny suid, p 
to the far end of the theater, where Juke was just 
ambling through the door, 

Halfway to them, Juke spotted Tiffani. Hin fea 
tures dark 
slowed down. He stared at her the wh 
the stage platform. She fe rumbling inside, 


flan 


le way up to. 


roply. 
folt tears welling up in her eyes ws she 
watehed him open his guitar case and take out his 
Gibson, She totully hadn't expected this from him. 
Awkwardness, yes. Shyness, yes. But outright hos- 
tility? 

Why? What hac she done that was so bad? He 
wax the one who was still in love with somebody 
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else! He was the one who wanted to break up with 
‘her. So why was he so nad 
She had 
explaining ev 
come about that 
their gig ton 
She longed to tell hin about Je 
and about Ari 
responsibility of breaking the heart of someone 
loved 
Pople we 
their seats. “Let's gos 
stage st (than ever 
“Cor men, you'd better get 
backstage to your dressing 6 
nuke big entranee at eight on the dot 
He herded them off the stage and out into a 
ng rooms are just around that 
Go on. PH meet you." 
ing in the dive 


© with the intentio 


ig to him, Including how it hdl 
Everson was a 


1g to be at 


y's letter, tov, 
she take the 


boudl news? 


nning to come in and tke 
cred, mounting the 


vs. P want you Li 


1 Tiffani purposely’ lingering behind to stay 
th Juke, who seemed det 
h 
Matt and ‘any had disappeare 


even veo stay two 
step bei 


wi 


dressing room andl the door hadl clo 


the 
od behind 
orion, 


MAIL right,” she suid firmly, biting buck the 
fiantly on her hips. 
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“What's going 
Iry 


(there's nothing you 


n. dake? Are you trying 10 tell ie 
fe, you ean say 


1 tell re that 


tw heut” She stood tl ng foe 


Jake stared hack at her, his 
angry, and 
‘You want m 
the 


pression hurt, 
ching. And then he said, “All right, 
to be the bad guy? If ys 
we to coms out and 


going to be: 


half an hour age if 
ant treatment from the 


Jake said, “You ean begin with Erie Everson!” 
Tif Dlinked three times but didn’t move. 
You know about Erie already? 
so low it was almost a whisper 
fou bet I do," be abot hack, “Lean hardly 
wait to meet hi 
“But who told 


‘Tiffani asked, still in 


sho 


* he said, “A friend 
want to keep the truth from me, 


“Never mind who told m 
who didn 
that’s who, 

Tony! Tiffani realized. He was the only person 


she'd told about Eri 


Cutifernia D 
So that's why you've heen acting so hostile to 


ean under 


L should hope: soc” Jake said bit 
upset for a guy WI 


think F was acting 
get dumped.” 

“Dumped? s that what 
asked, stunned, 

“Hey, it's what 1 heard, 
Not that it hadl Wo he spelled 
what (wo atid tw 

“But Jake— 

“Tiffani, please, let's 
sweet, okay?” Juke interry 
tonight, and Hye got to do well sorsehow ¥ don 
to aneas up. The others care a fot about this gigs Not 
that i matters to me any 


” Tl 


ought? 


kay?” Jake retorted, 
1. T know 


at keep this short and 


got to play 
want 


“What do you mean? OF 
thought!” 

“No, nol” Tiffani suid quickly. “Erie's only 
coming, hack for tonight, He's got to feave by about 
ten for Seattle or san 

“Ob,” Jal 


you invited him back.” 


ogg w Little now. “SUI, 


Jake," Tiffani told him. “t 
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can tell you the whole thing later, But the main part 
is, I was going to tell Eric tonight that T couldn't see 
him anymore!” 

what?” Now it was Juke's tum to be flab- 
“You it's him you're going to 


“Well, | wouldn't have used just those words,” 
‘Tiffani said, “But yes.” 
“L can't believe this,” Jake said, blo 
» breath and shaking his head slowly. 
“L know,” Tiffani agreed. 
ie only reason you have 
because you're wai 


Ironic, 
1 broken up 
for this gig. 


“Huh?” Juke did a quick 
ddd you get thar?” 

ver mind,” Tiffani said, her voice erum- 
wry again. “Lean put two and (wo togeth= 


double take, “Where 


biting into 
cer mysall.” 

“Maybe you're not as good at math as you 
nk.” Jake told hes, his voice much softer now. He 
rewshed! out a hand andl ate . wiping 


ed her ol 


Neither ure you and they both 
tut what about 


still in love with her, 


for an i 
Jenny?” she asked 
right?" 

Jake shook hi 


tant 


ead in disbelief. “Since you 
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know so much, did you know that 1 had a letter all 
ready to send to Jenny? 1 wro 
Drewk up wit 

“You're kidding!” ‘Tiffani gasp 
wrote that?” 

*Uh-hul 
it, See, Jenny went 
ago, saying how much she 
have the heart ty break up with hee And by the 
1 got up the courage to write the fetter I hear about 
you and Erie Evermon, and U guess 1 Rind of hit thee 


tell her [had to 


her because I wanted to see you!” 


You really 


Dh, Jake.” Tiffani sighed, pul 
ules, “Dow 


Ian 
you worry about me and Erie. 


J into har pooket and handed 
oud better read this. 
ve toll 
with 


Jakes” she owl L got it yesterday. | would 
yout, but I thought that since your were 9 ja lo 


he 


cit would break your heart.” 

Jake stood there reading the letter: When he 
had finished, he slowly lowered it to his side, Juke 
Dogan to laugh, quietly at Gist and then louder Ln a 
nent, Tiffani was laughing, 10. 

Uneeal!” Jake said. “Totally unreal! So what 
you're telling me i¢ that there's really nobody’ stance 


bouly,” Tiffani said, At that for thee 
total, absolute relief. ty 


9 weeks, sh 
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‘was like a weight had been lifted from her shoulders. 
Looking at him, she 
him, too, “Oh, Jake 

Their eyes met and locked. Their lips touched, 


Id tell it was the same for 


broke apart in an instant, to 


find Sly’s face only inches from theirs. 
“Sly! 


Tani gasped. 
at timing, pale” Juke 6 


J, not even trying 


to dinguine: 
‘Sorry, you guys.” Sly said, “But tl 
‘Trust 

With that, he grab 
ann planted a big wet on 


unnoya 


8 urgent. 


FH explain later 


dd Tiff 
right on her lips! 
ed wide in sho 


sane as 
the comer 
in wolineh with Sh 
his traoks, “What the—Tiffan 
with ange 

1 Sly, prying him off 


In an 
- And one 
him, he socked Sly right in the jaw! 

“Winkle, Fought to kill you!" Juke said, only 
his senses after S 


's incredible 


interruption. Jake grabbed the prone Sly and looked 
carofully, “Hey, jou okay? You don't 
wok so goon” 

“F don't feel so gourd.” Sly 1 


124 


ned, sinking 


California De 
hack down 10 the floor. Tiffani rushed to him to make 
sure he was okay. 

As she did 
other for the first ti 


Erie and Jake froze as they 
.. “Who are you?” 


noticed ea 
asked Ei 
“Who are you?” Juke 

'm TTiffani’s boyfriend, 

fou're what?” they asker, still 
‘Tiffani jumped betwee before things got 
entirely out of hand. “Wa "1 
think Pa better explain: Jake, this is Erie Everson.” 
“Oh Juke suid slowly, realizing what wax 
going on, “Oh, bi 
“And Eric—,” Tiffani swallowed hard, “Erie, 

this is Jake. My 
sorry that I didn’t tell you before, In 
1 just didn’t give you the 
ished for her “I'm ye whos Sorry, 
should alined your life wasn't going to stand 
sill while I was away. I just got so excited about see= 
that F assumed you'd be happy 


said i 


w chorus. 


cmnew boyfriend. Pm sa, so000 


“1 am happy to wee you. Eri 
“Really Ham, I'l always ere about yo 
what, But see, Jake j 
months ago, and we've gotten really close—1 mean, 
we spend so much ti 

You don’t hat 


to explain,” Erie said, offering 
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Jake his hand. “Jak 


for me, but—I 


1 guess you know 
you both the best.” 
Jake shook hits wi 4 nodded appre- 
ciatively. “I why Tiffani liked 
hb. And, hey—you're a fantastic: deurames, 
Jove Blast Of.” 
“Well, yinne 


n't easy 


‘Oh, Sh 
gotten all about W 
swouts, whieh d 


on. They'd fr 
up and 
Aral after all. 


Sly, what did you think you were 
asked Jake. 

“Las trying 
ial Titian was 


wt 


i think Tiffani way 
hor, and then she 


a-bri 


p with a p 
xl?" Sly repeated. “Ht warked, 


to notice that Tiffani and 1 were 


nent, Winkle? Did it occur to 
you that she might not be abut to break ap with me?” 
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“1 figured it was one of those tearful good-bye 
hisses,” Sly said. “1 was wrong, okay 
“This is ull very confusing.” Erie comm 
“Eries” Tiffani said, “I ean explain e 
Would you like 


Dut we've got to get re 
waugh you and {aren't dating 


hear us, eve 


el, giv 
mn dying 
happy 
vis. But 1 


the Dreams. Look, 1 ¢ 
‘about what's happened! betw 
We 


cn the two 0 


understan e all gor to look out for aur ewe 
happiness.” 

“Oh, Erie,” Tiffani sig 
about you, You're & great person, I 
the guy for me.” 

‘They hugged each other tightly. T 
rund Jake turned toward the dressing ron 
went to get a seat. The Drews had w gig to play! 


‘The band 
excited crowd out in th 
Dreams’ arrival onstage, 


ig tw the 
nain theater awaiting the 
ime to play—but 


“L went to Me. Lee's office to find them, but 
they'd already gone,” Sly said, checking his wateh 
n't understand it, We might have 


yet again, “ 
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passed each other in the elevators, but then why 
aren't they’ here?” 

iddenly Sam came running, up from behind 
panting for breath, “Sorry, you guys,” slic said 
“1 know I'm probably late, but 
beli 


“Hoy, where's Honey? 
thought he as going to 
That's what Pun about to tell yo 

Jy. “You know how 1 
two hours? Wve 
bhi pr 
again, 
“Ow, your poor 


7 Sam said 
for the last 


teu gan 


upstairs with Hl 


that 


fave. 
il burst 


hw huge grin 
Dreams all looked at each other 
into uproarioun, relieved laugh 

“Hay, you guys!” Sly broke in, laughing, hin 
ot u big gig-to play! Think you ean hat 


1 Jake roared. 
Dreams rushed onto the stage, 
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cerowd exploded as they broke out into “Don't Forget 
to Write.” In the front row were Henry Lee, his 
father, and Erie Everson, rocking to the beat. 

‘Tifani looked over at Jake, and their eyes met 
‘Their smiles shone over the whole enarmous room, 
anal the musie eame pouring aut. 


— » WA lemy-avey'be Free 


Jake’s eyes have been row 
vt—and they've landed 
on Tiffani! Their new 
romance could split best 
friends forever, not to men 
tion what it could do to Jake 
and Jenny's relationship. But 
things get even more out of control when 
Tiffani’s old flame lands in town! Talk about bad timing! 


Meanwhile, exchange student Samantha Woo's keyboard 
sounds are just what the Dreams need. And Sam might just 
be the key to clinching a record contract with a Hong Kong 
billionaire. Does Sly have what it takes to pull off the deal, 
‘or has he out-scammed even himself this time? 


Will Jake and Jenny's long-distance love survive? Will the 
Dreams finally sign a major record deal? Find out when you 
read Don't Forget to Write, the new novel about California 
Dreams—the hottest band around! 
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